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PREFACE 


In 1930-31 I went again to the Univer- 
sity of Allahabad for a sort of a voluntary 
refresher course. Professer S. G. Dunn (now 
retired) was still the Head of the English 
Department and Professors Amaranatha Jha 
and S. C. Deb were there too. I selected a 
subject for my thesis in Ph. D. viz.. Bourgeois 
Element in British Drama ; and with the help 
and guidance I received from these eminent 
teachers I could, from the outset, proceed on 
the right track, without any loss of time 
inevitable, otherwise, in a large library on a 
subject of English Literature. Soon, however, 
I came to realize that there was not sufficient 
material to work at the thesis; and the libraries 
of the Universities of Lucknow and Benares 
and the Imperial Library of Calcutta could 
afford little help. After the spurt of hard work 
I had put in with the gusto of young ambition 
I felt disappointed. 

It was at this moment that Professors 
Dunn and Jha suggested to me that, even 
in preference to a Ph. D. thesis, I might do a 
bit of useful work on a subject connected with 
my own native province and discover some- 
thing of value Sometime after Professor 
Devendra Satyarthi came to Kashmir on his 
folk-lore hunt and said to me, “Why don’t 



you take up this work here ?” This casual 
remark confirmed me in the choice of the 
subject- 

I am grateful to Dr, Amaranatha Jha, 
D. Lit, Vice-Chancellor of the University 
of Allahabad, for writing the foreword ; and 
I am happy that I have received this recogni- 
tion from the Vice-Chancellor of my Alma 
Mater for having, in a very humble 
measure, tried to give back something for what 
I received from her years ago. 

Thanks and acknowledgements are also 
due to the following: To Dr. Siddeshwar 
Varma, D. Lit, our eminent linguist and 
phonetician, who approved the diacritical 
marks used in the Roman transliteration of the 
original Kashmiri ; to Mr. N. L. Kitroo, 
Mr P. N- Pushp, Mr S. L. Dar, Mr G. Mohy-id 
-Din, who made valuable suggestions; to 
Pandit Sat Lai Kaul, who introduced me to 
several of these poems; to Mr G. A. Mahjur, 
Mr A. A- Azad, Mirza G. H. Beg, Mr N L. 
Ambardar, Pandit Daya Ram Gonju, Pandit 
Zinda Kaul, and Messrs Ali Mohd. and Sons, 
Publishers and Booksellers, for permission to 
print their poems. 


J. L. K. 
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FOREWORD 

More than thirty years ago my teacher 
and my predecessor in the professorial chair 
at the Allahabad University, Professor Dunn, 
wrote a paper which made a deep impression 
on me. He described a tour in the Sind 
Valley and referred to the bearded coolies, 
tall muscular men, with dark eyes and close- 
set eyebrows, prominent cheek bones and 
broad foreheads, divided from the rest of 
the world by a circle of snow mountains, 
preserving, untouched by modernity, the 
traditions and the S3'mpathies of their Dard 
ancestors. He wrote : 

“ On this occasion, the labours we had shared to- 
gether, or to put the case more materially, the 
distribution of some tea and cigarettes, opened 
their hearts, and soon we had them singing the 
old songs of their secluded valley, the songs of 
the long winter when no work can be dore, and 
the songs of the march which make the load 
seem lighter. There is a peculiar fascination in 
all such singing; we seem to come nearer, as 
we listen, to the simple things of earth ; the 
artificial needs and desires, wliich modern life 
presses upon us, lose their hold upon our minds, 
and the rugged voices underneath the stars awa- 
ken in us echoes of our primitive home, and 
touch us with the sense of fellowship throughout 

the ages I kept them singing far into the 

cold night, till the fire had died down and the 
wind from the glaciers sent us to the slielter of tent 
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and bed. I wish I could reproduce the strange 
cadence of their voices, as one after another 
took up the refrain ; I wish I could recreate the 
mood in which one listened ; but since these things 
are impossible, I will try to give, imperfectly as 
it must be, the substance and the spirit of some 
of their songs 

He then went on to render into English 
four songs, entitled “The Song of the Coolies”, 
“The Song of the Bulbul”, “The Dreamer”, 
and “The Lover”. Each of them has a dis- 
tinctive flavour and each tells not merely 
of familiar matter of today, but of eternal 
verities glimpsed through rugged experience 
of life. Each enshrines the heart’s longing 
both for things of this earthly abode and 
of the life hereafter. This is “ The Song 
of the Coolies”: 

O you cooli folk ! it is time to be stirring. 

The wind of the dawn blows cold, and the stars 
are yet in the sky. But the journey before us 
is long, and the loads are heavy. 

0 you cooli folk ! it is time to be stirring. 

Come, let us sing as we go, for the birds are 
singing too. They also have their time for travel. 
When we have made our stage we will light a 
fire of sticks, and then we shall have joy of our 
food- Our journeying will be over for the day. 
Oh ! that will be pleasant ! But, men and birds — 
we must all be moving- 

O you cooli folk ! it is time to be stirring. 
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For our life on this earth is just coming and going. 
We cannot stay anywhere for long. Even Rajahs 
are just like us, coming and going. We have a 
long march to make, and now we must be off. 
It is no good staying at home. A man*s home 
is his heart, but he who goeth out of his own 
heart, may, perchance, find God upon his journey. 

O you cooli folk ! it is time to be stirring. 

★ ★ ¥ 

These songs, even in translation, made a 
great impression. Anonymous singers singing 
poems composed by anonymous poets, melody 
soaring to the eternal moonlit snow and 
flooding the wooded valley; and one wished 
to have a larger collection of these old and 
antique strains which knit mankind into one. 

Some years later, Grierson and Barnett 
published an edition of “ Lallavakyani, the 
Wise Sayings of Lai Ded, a mystic poetess 
of ancient Kashmir”. This was followed, 
four years later, in 1924, by " The Word 
of Lalla the Prophetess,” done into English 
verse by Sir Richard Temple. This is a 
valuable publication, containing, as it does, 
an elaborate discussion of the theory and 
doctrine of Lalla’s religion. These sayings are 
popular, but they have in them the wisdom 
and the philosophy enshrined in the popular 
poems of Kabir and Chandidas and Tukaram. 
Here is a poem which expresses the view 
that duty should be done because it is duty 
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and not for the sak^ of the fruits thereof : 

*' Whatsoever thing I do of toil, 

Burdens of completion on me lie ; 

Yet into another falls the spoil 

And gains he the fruit thereof, not I. 

Yet if I toil with no thought of self, 

All my word,s before the Self I lay : 

Setting faith and duty before pelf, 

Well for me shall be the onward way.” 

These publications further promised a rich 
store of poetry and gnomic literature. When, 
therefore, a senior scholar from Kashmir 
came to Allahabad for advanced work and 
was not able, for want of material, to proceed 
with research on the subject he had chosen, 
it seemed an admirable opportunity to suggest 
to him that his genuine devotion to literature 
and his understanding and appreciation , of 
its finer graces should be diverted to a field 
which had not been explored and which only 
a native of Kashmir could satisfactorily in- 
vestigate. Principal Jai Lai Kaul agreed to 
do this, and he has, in spite of hard academic 
and administrative duties, produced this 
valuable collection of Kashmiri lyrics. One 
surprising feature of these songs is their 
lyric quality which is revealed even in the 
texture of prose translations. Most of them 
deal with human emotions and, as is natural 
in a lyric, are intensely subjective. poem 
depends for its appeal so much on the flavour 



and association of words and the mood that 
they evoke that it is bound to suffer when 
rendered into another language. Despite this, 
Mr Kaul’s translation does succeed in re- 
producing the spirit, the soul of the original. 
Dryden said : “ All translation may be reduced 
to these three heads — metaphrase, or turning 
an author word by word and line by line, 
from one language into Another. ..paraphrase, 
or translation with latitude, where the author 
is kept in view by the translator so as 
never to be lost, but his words are not so 
strictly followed as his sense; and that too 
is admitted to be amplified, but not altered 
....imitation, where the translator assumes the 
liberty, not only to vary from the words and 
sense, but to forsake them both as he sees 
occasion ; and taking only some general hints 
from the original, to run division on the 
ground work, as he pleases.” Mr Kaul’s 
rendering b^ongs to Diyden’s second category. 

★ ★ ★ 

In his very interesting Introduction, 
Mr Kaiil divides the history of the Kashmir 
lyric into four periods ;' the first in which 
flourished Lai Ded' afid Sheikh Nur-ud-din ; 
thie second, covering the seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries, in which Haba Khatun 
and Athimal ate the prominent naffie^; the 
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third with which are associated Mahmud 
Garni and Parmanand and Prakash Ram ; 
and the fourth, the contemporary period, 
dominated by Mahjur and Zinda Kaul. I have 
no knowledge of Kashmiri, but I have found 
in most of the lyrics printed here a large 
number of Sanskrit words, either in their 
pure form or as modified by popular usage. 
Thus we have such words as 

apavitra, sndn, akiiya, chor, s^dhu, rljhansa. 
ishd. maitrf, shatru, nisha, k^ma, krodha, lobha, 
chandrama, tdra. amrita, vanav^s, yuvd, mds, 
sahasrayuga, tyag, rdg. yogdbhyis, dhydn, upavds, 
sankalpa, barshd, mahdmantra, vaikuntha, mdydtita, 
nirmal, add, vad, dyaus, prabhdt, kdlagrds, pushpa, 
mukcd, rdsamandali, tan, man, phal, sheesh, kesha, 
mdld, yauvan, darshan. kokil, snndart. 

These are used by Hindu as well as Muslim 
poets. Similarly there is a large number of 
Persian words- The various languages that 
have influenced Kashmiri culture are well 
represented in these songs- That is inevitable 
when persons sing spontaneously ; the words 
that are familiar to them in daily life occur 
naturally to them and these are used rather 
than “ink-horn terms-” 

For over five centuries the lyric has 
flourshed in Kashmir, touching life at many 
points, describing trivial happenings of every 
day, depicting scenes from nature, delineating 



human feelings, the life of toil, of suffering, 
of hunger, of passion, never forgetting quite 
and ever retaining in the background the 
spiritual heritage of the land. The green- 
wood tree, . winter and rough weather, the 
sweet breath of spring, the ravages of time, 
Death’s purple altar, the many voices of 
nature, the shadow of the night, 

The intelligible forms of ancient poets, 
The fair humanities of old religion. 

The power, the beauty, and the majesty 
That had their haunts in dale or piny 
mountain 

Or forest, by slow stream or pebbly spring 
Or chasms or watery depths ’ — 

all these and strains of music from elfland — 
we find in these lyrics; and we thank 
Mr Kaul fora repast which can now be enjoyed 
by those who do not know the language of 
Kashmir. 


September, 1945. 


Amaranatha Jha 




INTRODUCTION 

I 

I call these short poems lyrics because 
they are lyrics, literally. They are sung to 
the accompaniment of 

“sitar, sarangi, and drum,” 

and “saz ‘‘ santur ” and “ tumbakhnar ” — 
musical instruments which we in Kashmir 
have made peculiarly our own. It is as songs 
sung by musicians and lovers of music that 
most of them, of unknown authorship, have 
been recorded, interspersed among Persian 
songs and gazah, in the old manuscripts of 
" mausiqis" or books of music, with appro- 
priate directions of “rag” and “ tal ” and 
“ muqam ” 

II 

In oral transmission these songs have 
assumed different versions from locality to 
locality and texts have become corrupt. 
Manuscripts have fared no better. What 
happens is something as follows; A is a 
lover of song and music and hires the services 
of a calligraphist to make a copy for him 
in Persian script which, without additional 
diacritical marks is very incomplete and 
misleading for a language abounding in vowel 
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sounds. Sometime after, B wants a copy and 
engages a copyist who, while transcribing 
from A’s copy, drops many dots and lines 
and does not care to understand the text. 
Copying is copying, no more. Then some- 
time after, C gets the copy of B and many 
more mistakes of text are made, and so on 
from C to D and D to E, mistakes increasing 
with every copy, till one comes by a very 
corrupt text which is the tenth or perhaps 
the twentieth copy of the original. Then 
one has to trace backwards, a hundred or 
two hundred years; but the earliest copies 
are extinct or disfigured by time. Patience 
and curiosity, however, can help ; and I have 
had my moments of joy when in ‘ vacant 
moods ’ I have hit upon, as in a flash, what 
the original word or phrase must have been. 
This is adopted after being put to all the 
relevant tests of rhyme and metre, sound 
and sense, and the general sweep and impres- 
sion of the manuscript calligraphy. Such a 
word or phrase has not unoften illumined 
a whole song. Number 98, for instance, 
where the manuscripts and oral tradition 
agreed on a somewhat meaningless phrase 
in the second line (within quotation marks 
here), 

Yas gav masvali “gdnde hava.” 
which is corrected as 

Yas gav masvali ‘‘ g6ndur havay.” 
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This has been a labour of love for several 
years ; and I can claim to have so tuned 
myself to these songs, their music, mood and 
meaning, that I can exercise the right and 
responsibility of an anthologist. For it cannot 
be quite a “ dilettante business ” for the first 
anthologist of a language which has a living 
tradition of song from the fourteenth century 
to the present day. I cannot, however, say 
that I have omitted nothing of value, that 
no ‘ gems ’ may be discovered which are not 
here. For a first anthologist this would be 
a tall claim. What I claim is this : here 
is a collection, a golden treasury (if you will) 
of Kashmiri lyrics which may not be found 
to include anything that has not a poetic 
feeling, sentiment or mood or beauty of word 
and phrase. 

Out of the various readings or versions 
I have selected the more poetical, not the 
more popular one ; but where the claims of 
a variant have been impressive, I have given 
it in the footnotes. I have also exercised 
the anthologist’s right of excision, for some 
of the poems improve by excision of weak 
verses and superfluous stanzas. The unit of 
translation has been, with a few exceptions, 
the line, not the stanza; and I have not 
attempted translation into verse though I 
suspect myself of having caught at places 
the rhythm of the original when it could. 



IV 


more or less, be rendered into English. I 
have, with a few exceptions, kept quite close 
to the original ; I have translated literally 
but, I hope, fairly intelligibly, and the foot- 
notes indicate where I have departed from 
the literal meaning. For effect I have some- 
times literally translated the original idiom 
or conceit e. g., ‘love melted me, ‘water thee with 
milk’, ‘ burns of love.’ For me, however, the 
original is the thing, not the translation. 

Ill 

My love for the Kashmiri lyric has been 
(I hope) genuine and intimate. It has sent 
me wandering up and down and across the 
valley on many “ lyrical ” hunts and enjoyable 
“ lyrical ” missions, for some of these songs 
live in the country. But they are not only 
cowboy songs. Nor are they domestic folk 
poetry comprising marriage songs and funeral 
songs or “ Lytierses ” or harvest songs, the 
stuff of which folk songs, as such, are made. 
We have all these in Kashmiri as well as 
nonsense nursery rhymes or singing games like 

astam bare the-re th^vh... 

Or 6kusb6kus tilawan r6kus... 

Or zun maj zuni ahgan mahgan... 

Nor are they what may be called folk-ballads 
expressing the Kashmiri’s satiric humour ; for 
he can laugh at his own discomfiture : 
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buji aki ddp yi kya didi gom 
kasabay osum su k6t didI gom 
su ha didi nyunay gura aban 
tor kor vgshive sahlaban 

Said an old granny in a wild flurry, 

“Oh, woe is me ! Oh, woe is me ! 

0 where’s my headgear ?” 

“O granny dear, O granny dear. 

The yellow flood has carried it off.” 

The Vishav has overflown her banks. 

IV 

1 have loved these songs for their music, 
for their melody. For the Kashmiri lyric is 
a thing of music, a very melodious music, 
with its musical rhymes and ever-recurring 
refrains, its alliterations and assonances, that 
come most spontaneously as the very stuff 
of our language, which has about as many 
vowels as consonants. We have no sonant 
.aspirates, and gutterals and harsh consonants 
are rare. The cleverest Kashmiri verse-maker 
could not make a line as harsh as this, deli- 
berately and for effect, with only Kashmiri 
words : 

“ Dirty British coaster with a salt-caked 
smoke stack.” 

Rhymes and refrains help to enshrine 
these songs in the memory which are nfemor- 
able for another reason also. For many years 
these songs have relieved the tedium of the 
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life of our women who, mostly unlettered, 
find in them a sincere echo of their emotion. 
They give 

“ a very echo to the seat 

where love is throned.” 

Like the songs in braja tradition it is generally 
the woman who is the lover and utters her 
love. Besides, many of these lyrics are 
unmistakably the work of women poetesses, 
Lai Dgd, the mystic, ArnimSl (the wife of 
the famous author of “ Bahari Tavil ”), Haba 
Khatnn of song and story, and (Mrs) Jum 
of Navhatta. They have also enlivened the 
sweated labour employed by “ Karkhanadars”. 
and the artistic toiling of the deft craftsmen 
of Kashmir. 

“ Mark it [the song] Cesario, it is old and 
plain ; 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun. 

And the free maids that weave their thread 
with bones 

Do use to chant it : it is silly sooth. 

And dallies with the innocence of love ” 

And the embroiderers, the pashmina and gabba 
makers, wood-carvers and papier-machie 
makers, and the country lads and country 
lasses do use to chant it. Muslim maids 
are free in Kashmir as they are perhaps now 
here in the north-west of India, Says Mahjur : 
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“ Singing thou roamest the uplands above 

And fairies thee applaud; 

Like the didar lark thou singest- 

“ Can Khoja women match thee ? 

Thou dost roam free amid flowers. 

Khoja women lie confined indoors, 

O country lass, O sweet, O dear !” (No- 121) 

These lyrics become memorable to us for 
we can relate them to actual experience and 
to places. I have such numerous song-and- 
place associations and memories. They can 
re-create for us, in whatever measure, the 
poet’s own background of his experience as 
no other poetry can do, Persian poetry 
never did this except, in a second-hand 
manner, for a few of the upper classes. 
Urdu has not, at least as yet, taken the 
place occupied by Persian (say) fifty years 
ago ; and it cannot be expected to do much 
more than what Persian did with its court 
prestige nnd intrinsic poetic appeal for the 
educated few. Meanwhile the educated Kashmiri 
must go without the intimate revelations 
of the poetry native to him, which alone 
could vibrate the string of his heart with 
the incantation of its verse, and he must 
w^n himself away from the intimate sympathy 
wmch it alone could quicken within him 
and bind him with the life around. A poor 
life this ! 



vni 


V. 

The melody and the rhythm of a poetry 
make for the ‘‘capital difficulty” of transla- 
tion, perhaps a little more so for Kashmiri 
poetry. Of late the rhythms of Kashmiri 
songs have by imitation of the Persian pro- 
sody (the only prosody the Kashmiri song 
writer knows) become very correct but very 
inflexible, a strait-laced pattern of quantitative 
metre, notably in the present day gazals. 
In the older songs of Lai Dgd and some 
others we discern a looseness and a flexibility 
which does not fit in quite within the pre- 
cise Persian or doha quantitative metres. Sir 
George Grierson was right in discerning a 
tendency towards stress being substituted for 
quantity in the Kashmiri song. It is the stress 
accent that saves it from monotony, helps 
the metre to express the subtle rhythms of 
lyric moods, and accommodates turns, exquisite- 
ly musical, which, while the songs are being 
sung, often occur to the musician or the singer. 

We feel a certain peculiar ease in weav- 
ing rhymes and rhythms. There is indeed a 
‘nursery rhyme thrill”, a certain Hickery- 
Dickery-iPock pattern of rhythm, which anyone 
can hear ( as Aldous Huxley’ heard it ) any 
time, of day, in the streets of Kashmir with 
which a group of coolies enliven the heavy 
loads they carry collectively. Several English- 
men have told me that they can catch and 


1» Jesting Pilate. 
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appreciate the lilt of a Kashmiri song (say), 
a boatman’s chanty, more easily than they 
can do elsewhere in India. Here is what 
Mary Hallowes* caught of the tune of a chanty 
sung by boatmen punting up their cargo 
boats *‘kh6cTl” in the Jhelum. 

“Swift the current, dark the night, 

( Ya — ilia, la — ilia ) 

Stars above our guide and light 
( Kraliar, baliar ! ) . . . 

All together on the rope, 

( Ya Pir — Dust Gir ) 

In our sinews lies our hope 
Khaliko, Malik— ko ! ...” 

This is not all. When Id is approaching 
and Ramadan is about to end in the city 
or the villages ; or, in the villages, at the 
time of harvest or a local festival on an 
evening when the moon is up on high and 
“ the heavens are bare ", the country lasses 
and the middle-aged dames will come out 
and divide themselves into groups, and the 
groups will fall into rows, and the rows 
will be interlocked in a kind of friends’ 
shoulder or waist lock, which is made by* 
arms outstretched over the shoulders or round 
the waists of their fellows on either hand 
till they form a soild interwoven file. Another 
row is formed likewise at the distance of 

1. In th« KlustraUd W«akly of India. 
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a few paces, facing the former. Then that 
swing-like movement of the whole file begins, 
keeping time to the dance time of a Kashmiri 
“Rov.” Which is like this : 

First row advancing and the second row receding. 

Come, O fairies, let us dance, let us dance. 
Second row advancing and the first row receding. 

Sheltered from light while the peaks are 
aglow with rosy dawn, with rosy dawn. 

(No. 40) 

And so on till the moon declines in the west 
and the peaks are aglow with the rosy dawn. 

VI 

What survives of the Kashmiri lyric when its 
musical associations and vibrations of rhythm 
are lost in the process of translation ? It 
loses the very stamp of poet’s experience, 
its individuality, its unique mood and moment, 
which integrate music, rhythm and meaning 
of a poem. If it is a lyric, the very stuff 
of its experience, its substance or content, 
may suffer equally with the form, A lyric 
• is a musical utterance of a mood or an 
emotion and the music cannot be separated 
from the mood ; and the Kashmiri lyric, 
with a few exceptions, is not an “intellectual” 
lyric. But something may yet survive in these 
translations of mine, indicating this content 
and mood which, if I were to put it in a 



XI 


word, I would call lol (to rhyme with bole) 
a Kashmiri word signifying an untranslat- 
able complex of love, longing and a tugging 
at the 'heart, ‘‘a longingness — ^‘poor mortal 
longingness’ in Walter de La Mare’s phrase.” 
This longing may be for God for many Kashmiri 
lyrics' enshrine a striving and a hunger for 
God in many moods. 

Searching and seeking Him I, Lalla, wearied 
myself .... (No. 8) 

Whoever realizes his own true Self ... 

(No. 19) 

I abandoned myself completely to love .... 

<No. 25) 

The sense of fate : 

I spread bird-lime, I wandered far ... (No. 18) 

The striking imagery and epigrammatic terse- 
ness : 

How can the kite hunt like the sparrow 
hawk ? (No. 16) 

The edifying and exultant moods ; 

Since I tried to know the secret of man’s 
being . . • (No 16) 

The Indian religious lyrics, unlike the 
Hebrew psalms, breathe a spirit of charity 
for all. There is no vengeance against one’s foe. 

Sow Thou the seeds of frienship for me 
And yet slay not even my enemies! (No. 15) 


1. See Poems in Part f. 
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nor even against one’s inconstant Love, 

Yet did Isay: ‘Longmayest thou live!” 

(No. 96) 

Yet long may he live and give joy to them. 

(No. 97) 

Or, the Ras-Lila lyrics, stressing inward 
experience rather than outward formalism 
and preferring bhoga to tyaga, in true Kashmiri 
Trika Saivite tradition. 

Ras is where love’s expanse broadens into 
an ocean ; 

Ras is equipoise 'mid sour and sweet 

(No. 33) 

Our dance is devotion, yoga, and jnana, 
Our dance is a samadhi in ‘wakeful activity.’ 

(No. 32) 

Why shall we renounce the world? 

(No. 3i) 

In the mansion of the body. 

See, a dance is going on. 

With all its nine windows open. 

Make a ring, make a ring. (No. 30) 

VII 

Then the longing for Love in all its moods*: 
The spring is come, flowers are in bloom, 
and the kukil and tiriv are here— but “where 
are you?” 

Flowers have blossomed in all their hues. 
Love, where are you ? (No. 35). 


t. Sm po«m> in Part II, 



xm 


■ Sec the Kaav, the kuhil, and the poshinool 

(No. 36) 

The expectation and the elation of Love’s visit : 

At Ishabar I am filling goblets of wine, 

(No. 38) 

Then the long long waiting till the days 
drag ; but he does not come and the yearning 
deepens and so deepens the anguish of sepera- 
tion. 

The distant meadows are in bloom. 

Hast thou not heard my plaint ? (No. 44) 
Think of lodar flowers' bloom along the 
rivulet banks — (No. 47) 

My Love, my Jasmine, my Jasmine. 

I long for thee. (No. 54). 

Did you not see him 

Who still smites me with love ? (No. 70) 

Then comes the questioning and doubting 
of Love’s fidelity. Indeed he is ‘‘sfiorting 
strangers ’mong ”, and the rivals mock at her. 
Even her endurance has a limit, and she 
begins to fling accusations at him, the Reckless, 
the Inconstant, the Visitor of a Hundred 
Homes, the Luxury mad, the Voluptuary. 

Over passes high I carried him wine. 

But he is roaming ’mid sylvan glades. 

O why does he dwell in the distant glades ? 
O where is he drunk with my rivals’ 
wine ? (No. 73) 
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Hardly had I, a budding hourie, bathed 
me in sandal-oil, 

When he. My Love, did flee away from me, 
O friend... (No. 107) 

He is faithless and a vow-breaker : 

Friend, to his vows no credit give.... 

(No. 115) 

Now they become copper, now they become 
bronze ...(No. 116) 

On the wayside, at dusk, he left me for- 
lorn, (No. 117) 

VIll. 

There are other moods, other nuances of 
these moods ; but their tone is usually the 
same : plaintive, wistful, melancholic. It is 
rarely that, apart from the Ras-Lila lyric, 
we find a whole-hearted abandon to joy, 
sensuous or supernal- Why should most of 
our songs lack gaiety and rapture ? 

"... Most wretched men 

Are cradled into poetry by wrong. 

They learn in suffering what they teach in 
song.” 

Is it that we have, till recently, lacked 
any noble aspiration, any large-hearted hope 
for many centuries past ? But while these 
songs express our helplessness and resignation 
to fate, they do also express our pious forti- 
tude and our popular philosophy of life and 
faith in God, 
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These lyrics have few allusions and fewer 
ornaments and figures of speech. There are re- 
ferences to Shirin and Farhad, La’ila and Maj- 
nun, Shekh Sana and Mansur, from Persian but 
usually we draw on our own legend and 
lore and speak of Bombur and Lolare, Himal 
and Nagiray (lovers famous in legend) or myna 
and golden oriole and turtle-dove (birds), or 
narcissus, daffodil, hyacinth and colchicum 
(flowers) and the like. They have directness, 
simplicity, sometimes naivete, and a tender 
poignancy of feeling- 

Don’t be cross, O Myna dear. 

It’s love has smitten me. (No. 65) 

This world is new, for ever and ever new, 
O lovely maid, weave thy youth into a 
wreath of dance (No. 64) 

Say, without thee, how shall I fill my 
days ? (No. 80) 

Across meadows and down hillsides... 

(No. 48) 

Persian has had a dominating influence 
on Kashmiri, and being a sweet language, its 
words and phrases have been assimilated 
easily. What one may take exception to is 
not the borrowing of words and phrases 
which have enriched our language, but the 
use •of anaemic and worn-out imagery and 
insincere hyperbole of the decadent Persian 
poetry. On rare occasions, however, the 
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Kashmiri poet can strike a genuine spark 
from the mint of persian conceit : 

Thy tresses are a hyacinth, (No. 68) 

In the garden of love the wounds of my 
heart are the flowers, 

And my sighs are the cypress. (No. 93). 

IX 

This seems to be the “ poetically effective 
order.” Other arrangements there could well 
be. This, for instance : lyrics directly address- 
ed to Love (first person) ; lyrics addressed to 
one’s friend and companion, pleading for her 
intercession (second person) ; and lyrics ex- 
pressing one’s love for the beloved without 
such intercession (third person). 

Or, chronologically : The famous Lai Dcd, 
a mystic poetess of the fourteenth century 
continues the tradition of our indigenous 
philosophy, Kashmir Monistic Saivism or 
the Trika School, in an energy of idiom and 
terse imagery rarely equalled in our language. 
Her contemporary, much younger in age, 
Shekh Nur-ud-Din of Crar Sharif, NuAd 
Rishi, as he is popularly known, wrote di- 
dactic poems in verses which have become 
current as pithy sayings and proverbs ; but 
the genuineness of his verse in Rishii^ama 
or Nurnama cannot be vouched for with 
certainty. 
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It is in its second period during the seven- 
teenth and eighteenth centuries, that the 
Kashmiri lyric enteres upon its typical period 
when first Haba Khatun and, later on, Arni- 
mal with several known and unknown poets 
sing of human love in what may be called 
the typical Kashmiri LoMyric which is amply 
represented in this anthology'. The love they 
sing of is secular; it is no longer largely 
mystical, spiritual or didactic as it had been 
in the first period from the fourteenth to 
nearly the seventeenth century, the age of 
Lai Dgd and Nund Rishi. The LoMyric is 
very musical, very brief, rarely more than 
ten lines including the repeated refrains, 
abounding in rhymes and assonances, put in 
the mouth of a woman lover, a cry from 
her heart, expressing in a flexible pattern 
more a mood than a thought. 

The nineteenth century or thereabouts 
ushers in the third period, the age of Mahmud 
Garni and, a little later, of Farmanand. 
Persian influence is now deep on theme, idea 
and diction as well as on metre, rhyme, 
allusion and imagery. There is less direct- 
ness and poignancy of feeling but more 
passion and sensuousness, ornateness and 
conceit. This is a fruitful period of Kashmiri 
literature both in the number of poets and 


1» See Poems in Part 
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the quality of their poetry. The i?ov-iyric, 
begun earlier no doubt, now comes into vogue 
as a literary art-form 

With Parmanand and even earlier with- 
Prakash Ram, we are introduced to a new 
kind of lyric which I have called the Ras-Lila 
lyric, distinguished by its abandon to joy, ex- 
pressing devotion and religious fervour for a 
Personal God, notably Krishna or Siva. 
The universe exists : it is real and it is good. 
Indeed all creation is an overflowing of God’s 
joy; it is a Lila, a Siva’s dance. 

X 


The fourth period' may be said to have 
begun with Mahjnr in the twenties of the 
present century. The present-day poets have 
tried some new themes, such as, Mahjnr’s. The 
Countrv Lass, Arise O Gardener and Our 
Country is a Garden. 


If thou wouldst arouse this habitat of pses, 
leave toying with kettle-drums f 
Let there be thunder, storm, tempest, 
yea, an earthquake ! 221) 

Our Country is a garden (No. 122 ) 

The Hill-stream goes asinging : ' 232) 


The modern note is, however, sounded by 
Pandit Zinda Kaul, in a poem which might be 
entitled ^‘Interrogation”, a poem which shows 


1 . See the Poems in Pert 111* 
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the possibilities of the Kashmiri lyric, what it 
can achieve in a diction not divorced from 
the pressnt-day idiom, employing new rhyme- 
schemes and rhythm-patterns and haunting 
refrains, an expressive medium, rich in its 
“incantation” and beautiful imagery, bodying 
forth the eternal why and the eternal lol- 
longing of the human soul: 

Is Love an idle fancy ? 

Is Beauty a ‘‘vain illusive show” ? ' 

This points the way to something beyond 
the “silly sooth” and the dalliance with “the 
innocence of love” of the earlier LoWyric. . 


J. L. K. 



XX 


The Kashmiri Alphabet : 

Long 

2. a as (a mouth) 


a. Vowels : 

Short 

1. k ach (an eye) 

3- a akh (one) I 
tfur] 

5. 9 tar (a rag) 

7. i dil (heart) ^ i 
[Ml] 

9. u kun (single) f 
[pwll] 

11. 6 zgv (tongue) 
zest] 

13. 6 nor (a sleeve) 
[hot] 

15. 6 d6d (milk) 
[<3+9T, dual] 


4. a akh (a mark) t 
[far] 

6. a tar (cold) 

8. i til (oil) f, 

[feel] 

> 

10. u kun (a corner) jl 
[pool] 

12. e yer (wool) i?, aJ 
[^ 1 + 5 , bale] 

14. o bor (a load) )l 
[bore] 


16. I khasi (cups) — ■ a shade of i, at the end of 
a syllable preceded by a consonant. 
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h. Consonants : 

k SR 1 -^, kh Jcf g [get] »T li [bring] ^ j 

* q. [soft] % fh i?, z '3 5 : 
c ch g 4 ®-, j 5T p n [canjvon] sf; 

t [hard] e th ?!; «3, d ^ 5 ; 
t [soft] H “y, th sr d [so^t] f «>, n ; 
p q V. b ^ m ?i(t; 

y [>»ou] q r ?: ), 1 5 T J, v q , ; 

sh :?T l/, s lTj b f * ; 


* q 5 am (skin), soft c. 

<;h chat (a draught of air), soft ch. 




And it is in this associative quality in 
words... that half the secret of poetry is 
to he found if we could find it. That 
is why, with no exceptions that are not 
negligible, authentic poetry has never been 
written in any language but that to which 
the poet was born. 


John Drinkwater 


The volatile essence of poetry, we know, 
must evoparate, most of it, in another 
tongue, and the translator must ever ask 
for much to be taken on trust.... 


Oliver Elton 
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PART 1. 


Lai Dgd 

1 

Lai boh drayas lolare 
(:haran lustum dSn k6ho rath 
vuchum pandith panani gare 
suy m& rotmas n&chtur ta sath 

2 

kehh chiy ngAdari-hatiy vudiy 
keftcan vudgn ngsar pgyi 
kefih chiy snan karith aputiy 
kefth chiy geh bazith ti akrayi 

3 

kyah kara pahgan dahan ta kahan 
vokh-shan yith Igji karith yim gay 
sariy samahan yith razi lamahan 
ada kyazi ravihe kahan gav 
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1 

Longingly for love did I, Lalla, set forth, 

And many a day and night I searched ; 

Then, lo, I saw the Pandit in my own home ; 
Then did I fix upon the moment 
auspicious. 


2 

Some, though asleep, are yet awake. 

While on some, who are awake, hath slumber 
fallen. 

Some, despite ablutions, are unclean. 
While some, ’mid household cares, are 
actionless. 


3 

Ah me! the five*, the ten®, and the eleven® 
Have scraped out this pot^ and gone away. 
Should they all unite and pull upon this rope, 
Why should the cow^ of the eleven® go 
astray ? 


1, The five bhutas. 2. The ten principal and secondary vital airs. 
3. Five Jnanendriyas and five karmendrlyas and manas. 4. The 'pot‘ 
and the ‘cow’ are the soul ; the cow is owned by eleven masters, each 
of whom pulls it in his own direction. 
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Lai Ded 

4 

Mith lalith vaday bo-day 
?gtta muhac pfiyiy may 
roziy no pata loh-laPgarac ?hay 
nSza-svaraph kyah mbthuy hay 

5 

nab^dl-baras ata-gand dyol gom 
dfen-kar h6l gom h6ka kahyu 
g6r?-suAd vanun ravan-tyol pyom 
pahali-rftst khyol gom heka kahyu 

6 

ami pana sdd^ras navi chas laman 
kati bozi day myon m6-ti diyi tar 
amSn taken pon zan shaman 
zuv chum braman gara gachaha 
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4 

I shall weep and weep for thee, my soul. 

The illusion of the world hath befallen thee. 

Not for thee will survive even the shadow of 
the objects thou lovest. 

Which like an iron anchor tie thee to the 
world ; 

Alas ! why, then, hast thou, forgot thine own 
true Self ? 

5 

The sling of my candy load^ hath become 
loose, and it galls my back ; 

My day’s work hath gone awry ; ah, woe is 
me ! 

My Gurus word hath been as painful as a 
blister of loss''* to me ; 

My flock® hath lost its shepherd; ah, woe is me! 

6 

With an untwisted thread I am towing a boat 
on the ocean ; 

Would that my God heard my prayer and 
brought me safe across ! 

Like water in pots of unbaked clay, I waste 
away; 

I have a longing keen : would that I were to 
reach my home I 

1. Of worldly pleasures. 2. He has told me to renounce (lose) the 

pleasures I have loved. 3. I have lost one-pointedness of mind and 

purpose. 
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Lai Ded 

7 

pot zllni vothith mot bolanovum 
dag lalanavam dayisanzi prahe 
Lall Lall karan Lala vuzanovum 
milith tas man shroqryom dahe 

8 

Lai bo lusas charan ta garan 
hal me kormas rasa-nishi ti 
vuchun hybtmas tadi dithl-mas baran 
me-ti kal ganeyi zi zogmas tatl 

9 


mal vondi zolum 
jigar morum 
teli Lai nav dram 
yeli d^ill travl-mas tatl 
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7 

At the early dawn I got up and sang to the 
mad one^. 

And soothed his pain with the love of God. 

Trying to realize “/ am Lalla^, I am Lalla," I 
awakened my Love, 

And became one with Him ; and the ten® were 
purified. 

8 

Searching and seeking Him I, Lalla, wearied 
' myself, 

And even beyond my strength I strove ; 

Then, looking for Him, I found His doors 
closed and latched. 

This deepened my longing and stiffened my 
resolve ; 

And I would not move but stood where I was, 
full of longing and love, to gaze on Him. 

9 

All impurities within me I burnt away, 

And I did slay my heart. 

I came to be known as the pious Lalla, 

Only when I cleaved unto Him there : 

Only when I sat, just there, waiting for His 
grace. 

1. My heart mad on worldly pleasures. 2. My own true Self which 
I realized was the same as the Supreme Self. 3. Indriyas. 
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Nuftd Ry6sh’ 

10 

ashakh suy yus ^ishk^satl daze 
s6n zan prazalgs panginuy pan 
ishkun nar y&s valinji saze 
ada mali vatiy suy lamakan 

11 

ashakh chuy kun g6bur maji marun 

su zSla kari ta kihay 

ashakh chuy gangtul^rgv pan barun 

su s6kha rozi ta kihay 

ashakh chuy rat^jama tani paravun 

su ah kari ta kihay 


12 

ar?balan naggrada rov 
sad rov ?nran maftz 
mndggaran gbr^pandith rov 
raz^hamsa rov kavan mahz 


1 . Shekh Nur-ud-din of Crar Sharif# 
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10 

The lover is he who burns with love, 

Whose Self doth shine like gold. 

When man’s heart lights up with the flame of 
love, 

Then shall he reach the Infinite. 

11 

Love is death of an only son to a mother — 
Can the lover have any sleep ? 

Love is venemous stings of a swarm of wasps— 
Can the lover have any rest? 

Love is a robe dripping with blood — 

Can the wearer even utter a sigh? 

12 

The fount was lost amidst the rocks ; 

The saint was lost among the thieves ; 

In the homes of the ignorant the wise pandit 
was lost; 

And the swan was lost among the crows. 
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13 

NuAd Ryosh 

vSthavavas tan nani su ti d6ha Nasaro 
ton vagary ta sycin pani su ti d6ha Nasaro 

nishi rani ta vurani khani su ti d6ha Nasaro 
vurabata ta gad^gani su ti d6ha Nasaro 

14 

poshinnl poshivariy garan 
, mogul garan huniy vas 
shaj shinalay garan 
khar garan guh Isd ta sas 

15 

Arnimal 

ashavaAdanhgndi asho ve 
gatimaAza havtam gasho ve 
lasan gomo rasho ve 
praran chasayo asho ve 
my^tranhuftduy byola v^vl-ze 
shatran ti k^rl-zina nasho ve 
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13 

it 

The body exposed to the cold river winds 
blowing. 

Thin porridge and half-boiled vegetable to 
eat — 

There was a day, 0 Nasaro^ ! 

My spouse by my side and a warm blanket to 
cover us, 

A sumptuous meal and fish to eat — 

T here was a day, 0 Nasaro 1 

14 

The oriole seeks out a flower garden; 

The owl seeks out a deserted spot; 

The she-jackal searches dreary wastes ; 

The donkey searches dung and dirt. 

15 

O Thou Hope of the hopeful, 

In mid darkness show me light. 

To far-off Lhasa he has gone for gain ; 
Expectant I wait : O bring him back safe 
to me ! 

Sow Thou the seed of friendship for me every- 
where, 

And slay not even my enemies. 


1. His chiof disciple, Nasar*ud-din» 
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16 

shahnihuAd shikar ganth kava zani 
hanth kava zani p6tray dod 
shamahuk mani lash kava zani 
mach kava zani pamparl soz 
y6li ySs bani tgli suy zani 

-(Lai Ded) 


17 

ti buzith yi gachi mashun 
pashun call d6n alaman 

khakas nishi neran s6n 
grako s6y kan parzanavtan 
kama kruda lub^ nishi gachi nashun 
pashun caliy d6n alaman 

18 

dynthum orutah gomut hire 
nadana yi kayu vire tang 

jgcham valavashi tacham khore 
jScham saAgar ta vucham koh 
day nay diyi ta deka nay pare 
nadana yi kayn vire taAg 

— Khwaja Habib 
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16 

How can the kite hunt like the sparrow-hawk ? 
How can the barren woman feel the ardour of 
a mother’s love? 

How can the faggot burn like the candle ? 

How can the fly feel the martyrdom of the 
moth ? 

When man suffers, then alone he knows. 

17 

When thou hearest that, thou must forget this. 
Thou wilt, then, have no regrets in both the 
worlds. 

From earth comes out gold, 

O Seeker, find out that mine of gold. 

And abjure lust, anger and desire : 

Thou wilt, then, have no regrets in both the 
worlds. 


18 

I saw a man in distress, begging. 

0 fool, can the willow yield thee a pear ? 

1 spread birdlime, I wandered far, 

I climbed rocky cliffs and mountains high 
(And I did all that man could do)— 

If God doth not grant, if fate doth not decree, 
O fool, can the willow yield thee a pear ? 
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19 

ySml kdr sara panun pan 
mas banan than mur^ravith gav 

chiv lagSs hosh nashas 
mashas panginuy pan 
na su zani hSndl v6path 
na su musalman 

20 

5imT-day suramStl sahyasi 
cnri dil ti myon vddasi niv 

3 ^ti chas gaAg ta hati shahmaro 
dski chus shnban gandramatar 
athi ch s poshiki ta amrSt^khasI 
guri dil ti myon v6dasl niv 

21 

loli l6li karay I6li maiizali 
mg kali cani gomo sur 

chivaruk mas cato gali gali 

akashi lag gulib6mbur 

rav zan Shav chuyo thali thali 

sdn^s^hz shrakh pyayimo hali 
kav^zana kati pyom ashk^gllr 
ygli ygs bani tgli suy zani 

yus gaghi Kabas su katyxl pheri 
dam^ dam^ vuchi nllrezuhnr 
sal kari Kabas lamakanas pheri 
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19 

Whosoever realizes his own true Self 
Uncovers the vessels of wine, 

Overflows with joy, is intoxicated. 

And forgets his lower self : 

He will not know a Hindu 
From a Musalman. 

20 

The ash-besmeared Sannyasi, 

The Ascetic, has stolen away my heart. 

Down His matted locks the Ganges flows and 
the cobra entwines His neck. 

His brow is illumined by the moon and the stars, 
In His hands He holds cups of nectar and 
flowers bell-shaped — 

The Ascetic has stolen away my heart. 

21 

In the cradle of my lap I shall rock thee, 

I am utterly consumed with longing for thee. 

Drink the wine ecstatic. 

Rove in mid air like wasp-bee in the sky, 

See, Siva, like the sun, is everywhere. 

Love’s golden sword has pierced my side, 

I know not where I was waylaid by Love : 
When man suffers, then alone he knows. 

Whoever goes to the Ka’ba will not turn back. 
Every moment he will see the Vision Beatific, 
And in the Ka’ba and the Boundless he will 
roam. 
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22 

ySth samsaras vani mS dicamas 
yaras melun ganimath 

zahid riizith gophi tay garas 
abid pheran manz gulzaras 
ashakh mushtakh pananis yaras 
yaras melun ganimath 

— Khwaja Habib 

23 

ashkan ashl-katara dur zan haran 
taran mijgana muhani kan 
ashakh tim yim marnabrohth maran 
lashakh vatan lamakan 
mashokh dishith gul zan phSlan 

— Khwaja Habib 

24 

lajiyo matyo cani thazi kari 
lagay karipatiy posh 

grat^bal gayas grata anavari 
chal gom bali pharamosh 
6d khgv gratan ta od grat^khari 

ashk^sag lajam lola tSlavari 
phirySm poshi camanan sag 
ab gom jari osh ma mari 


■Kalandar Shah 
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22 

I did carefully survey the world : 

It is a blessing to find one’s love — 

The hermit dwells in his cave. 

The devotee roves amidst flowers. 

The lover yearns for his beloved. 

What a joy to search and find one’s love ! 

23 

Pierced by the darts from their beloveds’ eye- 
lashes. 

Lovers shed tears like pearl. 

True lovers die before their death ; 

And men of faith come to the Infinite; 

Seeing their beloved, like flo.wers they bloom. 

24 

I adore thy graceful neck and stately. 

And with larkspur adorn thee. Love. 

I went to the corn-mill to take my turn 
But I missed the device — ah, foolish me ! 

I lost some grist in the mill-wheel and some 
in the corn-basket. 

I filled buckets of desire with the water 
of love. 

And watered the flower-plots ; 

But the water overflowed : will the Lord of 
the Garden chastise me ? 



18 


25 

^ishkani madana travyam hay 
hay tavay tothyom panay day 

yami darl-yava asl pada gay 
layi roz tamikuy may aparay 
“vaja’lna minalma’i kul shayin hay” 

kehcav pyala cay payapay 
kehcan cavan sapaduy tay^ 
keAh gay tari'^ ta kehcan chu say. 

— Khwaja Habib 


26 

bar-buka aygs sdrgac hnr 
mohSm dnr ha madano 

gaphila pano kaphila dur 
suy gom k6sur ha madano 
zar^nata karakya malana snr 

sarivay rhaAjav kahsino pur 
kuniras tahgndis arid lob no 
yus gav mangi kini timl l6b nHr 

1 and 2 Var. Kay, mokalith. The meaning changes to-— 

Some could not tolerate their drink ; Some have reached the 
goal while some are on their way. 



19 


25 

I abandoned myself completely to love*; 

And God is pleased with me. 

Be steadfast in love and I will give thee 
A taste of wine which fills the River of Life 
That brought us hither ; 

From whose water God hath made every living 
thingl 

Some drank cup after cup unceasingly ; 

Some, in the act of drinking, attained to the 
goal ; 

Some have despaired, while some still have 
hope. 

26 

Full to bursting am I, a hourie of Paradise, 

Do not flee away. Love. 

Ah, careless me ! the caravan is gone far ahead. 
And that has been my undoing. Love : 

Shall I not languish, shall I not with ashes 
besmear myself ? 

All sought Him but none found 
The infinitude of His Unity ; 

He alone found the Light who struck the path 
of Self within. 

1. Lit. I let the horse of my mind wander at will in the field of love. 
2* The Koran, Sura, XXI, 30. 
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27 

diginibalas vigini vanavano 
bozu jano suy soz jan^ 

son samandar sani ba sonaye 
ron bathis pgth atha muran 
on kya zani tir^kamano 
bozu jano suy soz jan 

ath sodras vavatuphano 
nav? vuchamas beshumar 
kenh phaci tay kenh yirano 
bozu jano suy soz jan 

darith dyutnas maiiz darl-yavas 
nay vuchmas sum nay tar 
vath havtam chus garzano 
bozu jano suy soz jan 

ath kadalas karu zolano 
ami apor chuy ‘fano-fil-hah’ 
na chu hy6hd tay na musalmano 
bozu jano suy soz jan 


1. Var* Bozu jano sozi Sultan— Hear, O hear, the royal tune. 
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27 

It is the fairies that sing at the fount, 

Hear, 0 hear, that song so sweet. 

On the shore of this ocean, bottomless and deep. 
The maimed sit wringing their hands, 

And the blind cannot take aim with a bow and 
arrow. 

Hear, 0 hear, that song so sweet. 

In this ocean I see a tempest raging 

And countless boats - 

Some have sunk and some are drifting. 

Hear, 0 hear, that song so sweet. 

I am cast into the midmost waters. 

And I can find no way across ; 

I am a stranger here — “Lead Thou me on !” 
Hear, 0 hear, that song so sieeeet. 

Manacle thy (self and make of it a) bridge* (to 
span this ocean wide) ; 

And, across, attain to the “Annihilation in the 
Divine”, 

Where there is no Hindu nor Musalman. 

Hear, 0 hear, that song so sweet, 


* The self alone can be a bridge across this ocean, provided it is so 
disciplined as teJ move beyond the confusion of diversity of paths to the 
Dominion of the Divine, where there is Unity. 
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Azizmdt gomut devano 
lol^bayan sokhan bavan 
nekh mardan hafidi anamano 
bozu jano suy soz jan 

— Aziz Darvesh 


28 

yarl d6p mashokh pada karantay 
pada gav ‘kalam ta lavh’ 
rSbasuAd phdrman lyukh kalamantay 
vantay lo hay lo 

Rama Rama paryav Shekh Sanahantay 
h6Azim6kha l6b tami yar ’ 
but polun Kciran zoluntay 
vantay lo hay lo 

ana p6r Hazrati Mansurantay 
man^ nishi l6b tamI yar* 
vananuy sir chuy ayul pantay 
vantay lo hay lo 

vajudi adamas dicam kantay 
sajnda rudus bo 
tanashut vajad av mal^kantay 
vantay lo hay lo 

— Wahab Khar 


1* Var* daysssGod. 
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Azizmdt has gone crazy, 

He is letting out love’s secret among his 
fellow-men. 

He has heard it from pious men and saints. 
Hear, 0, hear, that song so sweet. 

28 

Love said : “My Beloved I shall create 
And there was tablet and pen. 

The pen wrote the command of God. 

Sing hey ho for joy ! . 

Shekh Sana recited the name of Rama, 
And in an Indian girl he found his Love, 

He worshipped an idol and burnt the Koran. 
Sing hey ho for joy! 

“I am the Truth”, said Hazrat Mansur, 

In his own mind he found his Love — 
That secret is difficult to tell* 

Sing hey ho for joy ! 

Since I tried to know the secret of man’s being 
And obeisance low I made. 

The angels have begun to dance for joy 
Sing hey ho for joy! 

* Lit. As subtle a secret as an untwisted thread is frail* 
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yara gachavo divaye 
ashkara dravaye 
suratan maftz cav^ye 
chus Muhammad navaye 

“kuntu kanzan” avaye 
jalva maran dravaye 
“nahnu akrab” bavaye 
yara gachgivo divaye 

parl-mas mS navgiye 
lachi-b^idl chis navaye 
kyah bo dimasay navaye 
yara gachavo divaye 

ha gachto kavay 
myani vantas gravay 
sina muc^rith hav$ye 
yara gachavo divgye 

— Khwaja Habib 

30 

Nandalal av gindane ras 
ara karl-ve aray 

araval daz lolanaray 
ar^vali' k6r vanvas 
ar^vah^ phir araaray 
ara karl-ve aray 

1. Var. ararastiiv=The Cruel One. 2. Var. arakac=The Love-lorn. 
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Friend, we will go to the festival'^. 

He has manifested Himself, 

And is incarnate in human form : 

His name is Muhammad. 

He, “the Hidden Treasure,” has shown Himself, 
And comes trailing splendour; 

He is “nearer than our life-vein” to us. 
Friend, we will go to the festival. 

I have recited His names. 

Countless are they. 

Say, how shall I call him ? 

Friend, we will go to the Festival. 

Go, dear crow. 

Convey to Him my plaints, 

I would open my heart to Him. 

Friend, we will go to the Festival. 

30 

Nandalal is come to dance. 

Make a ring, make a ring. 

The wild rose is aflame with love, 

It has taken to the woods, 

It has wandered by the brooks. 

Make a ring, make a ring. 


1. at Kazrat Bai, 
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dihidarikayi maftz varay 
vuchive khelgivun ras 
dari mufarith nav daray 
ara k^rl-ve aray 

karive s6ndar naray 
r6hv karanuk abyas 
Sham?s6ndar bozi varay 
ara karl-ve aray 

lari kyah ygmi samsaray 
sasan karive sas 
akh dayinav tari taray 
ara karl-ve aray 

Krashnas satl Idk^caray 
Krashnajuva kar athavas 
yi chu ISkacar ddh taray “ 
ar;^ karl-ve aray 

— Krishna Razdan 

31 


s^imiv karav athgivas 
pakiv ras gind?ne 

shgrSth samp^nl kuni r3th 
Gnpinath na?^ni Ibg 
v3har d6h gav pihar mas 


Z* Var. gindanaki chiy doh taray — Thy time for ptafy is three short 

dayt» 


27 


In the mansion of the body, 

See, a dance is going on 
With all its nine windows open. 

Make a ring, make a ring. 

O maidens beautiful, 

“On with the dance”; 

Shyamasundar will enjoy it greatly. 

Alake a ring, make a ring. 

What of this world will go with us ? 

Let us, then, spend profusely. 

Lord’s name alone can ferry us across. 

Alake a ring, make a ring. 

From thy childhood, O Krishnaju’ , 

Dance hand in hand with Lord Krishna ; 
Youth will last but three short days. 

Make a ring, make a ring. 

31 

Come, let us join hand in hand 
And let us go out for the ras-dance. 

Six months passed like a single night 
When the Lord of Gopis began to dance — 
A year flew as a day and a month as an hour. 


1.=The poot himself. 
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y6th bal?p5nas dimav ghuhaji 
yUthuy ddhah g^inimath 
sasas y6gas karav sas 

shur6n ba^an labikani savith 
vachital? travith neravna 
satl-hfith b6ni p6ph maj mas 

daribar vacha travith nerav 
vath lab ta mastanavath pherav 
dayilola rdst kyah layi atalas 

vaniv kas chuva Krashnun lol 
zuvuk zuv ta kami kyah rol 
nivavun man divavun vgkas 

t6hi kati son-hyuh banyova hal 
ada kati zanyun t6hl Nandalal 
neravna p§rith v6las 

asl kamibapath karav tyag 
asi ga^hi asun Krashnun rag 
suy gav taph zaph yngabyas 

katha sani mahimanthar zan 
vuchun son zan vdtam dyan 
khy6nc6n son b6d v6pavas 
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We will'iuake tfie most of life while young — 
Blessed indeed are the days of youth — 

A thousand eras we will dance away. 

We will lull to sleep our children, 

From our bosoms weaned away, and 
Go forth with our sisters, mothers and aunts. 

Quick ! and leave the doors and windows 
open ; 

We know the way to Him and, like mad, we 
will go; " . . 

Save God’s love what will riches avail us ? 

Say, who long for Krishna dear? 

Who love him as the life ' of life ? Who 
have suffered for 

The Stealer of Hearts and the Giver of 
Ecstacy ? 

You have not suffered as we have suffered, 
How then can you know Nandalal? 

Shall we not go bedecked to meet Him ? 

Why shall we renounce the world ? 

We will bring devotion unto Krishna- 
That is austerity enough and Yogic meditation. 

Ouf casual words are mighty spells; 

Our wayward glance, meditation sublime ; 
Our eating and drinking, a holy fast. 
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katha gayi nSng^lith atha rGzith 
kan china tas bfin hgkan buzith 
saAkalpan huiid kor sanlyas 

yithSv harsh&v khSy kor shukan 
kati bani mafiz Inkalnkan 
ygchavani acharacha vaykonthavas 

Vbr^vash vash kar naciinan 
gash gos pushpyos vacanan 
vuchl vuchl vigani gayi vanvas 

kayadarith chuh mayatith 
yUguk chuh sami bnguk hith 
bngith chuh nSrmal ta ngrabyas 

aparl nadah yfeparl vadah 
coparl Radhakrashin chuy 
prathkaftsi satin karith athavas 

ratas doh gav dohas rath 
nacan chuh shamas satl prabath 
panay . sampun kalas gras 

— Krishna Razdan 



31 


Struck dumb and motionless, 

We hear nothing but speaks of Him— 

Our thoughts, desires, and wills renounced. 

Such bliss all sorrow kills; 

Where amid the many worlds can it be had ? 
Even the fairies of Paradise long for it. 

Our dance hath bewitched Urvashi; 

Our songs have struck her dumb; 

Fairies have fled to woods for shame. 

Beyond maya. He yet wears a phenomenal 
form ; 

Lord of yoga, He yet appears to be a lover 
of bhoga\ 

Enjoying all objects, He yet is pure and 
actionless. 

A call here and a shout there, 
Radhakrishna is everywhere. 

Hand in hand with everyone ! 

* 

Night passes into day and day passes into 
night, 

The evening dances with the morn, 

And thus we devour the devouring Time. 
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aras mafiz afavay 
viginc zan nacgvay 

l3gos posh pilze 
Krgshnsijuv nSndari vuze 
v6p^ras kas pac^vay 

lajhas tani tan^y 
shahlekh hanihan^y 
kamav premav ha^^vay 

vanas mahz nan^vare 
charan Krashnapyare 
kanfiv tapav tac^v^y 

pampur sham^has path 
taran kyah chuh karan gath 
matis path kar macgvgy 

ashikani mdkhta haran 
chS ladan mdkhta haran 
tnll tull zan ra(;^vay 

yi pad kyah chuh vanun krilth 
su parmanahd kami dylith 
vuchith vdnmut ka^avay 


— Parmanahd 
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We will join the ring 

And like fairies we will dance. 

With flowers we will worship Him, 

So may He waken up from sleep ; 

How can we trust anyone but Him ? 

Those maidens ardently in love 
Locked him in a close embrace. 

And in every limb felt refreshed and cool. 

They went forth, barefoot, to the woods 
In quest of Krishna dear — 

A hot sun above and heated stones beneath. 

The moth round the candle 
Goes wheeling by and burns itself, 

So danced these ardent maidens round their 
Sportive Love. 

They shed tears like pearl. 

Which put to shame the best of pearls 
Each cut to the weight of a fine rati. 

How hard it is to tell the secret word ! 
Who has known the Highest Bliss? 

And having known it, how few have told of it? 
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ras^mand^lis cSth premuk mas 
sas^baz^ mac^gamac^ nar^nas 
akhakis athavasa layan as^ nada 
Radha Radha Radha Radhakrishnaji 

tatl amatl tatl-m<itl gam^tl 
nyay aAz^rith payas pematl 
Narud S6dam ShSkdiv ta Prahlada 
Radha Radha Radha Radhakrishnaji 

yfindr^luk kitha v^nl-ze Bind^raban 
nfendri-andar tyuth china deshan 
gajm?c tati sarini dihivopada 
Radha Radha Radha Radhakrishnaji 

yiy gav bakhtbavana yUg jnan 
pan^myani n6shl-cay karith tiy man 
&thl d6puk vydthanas mafiz samada 
Radha Radha Radha Radhakrishnaji 
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In the ring of dance, drunk with the wine of 
love, 

Thousands of them mad on dance and play, 

Hand in hand interlocked, shouted they: 

“Radha, Radha, Radha. Radhakrishnaji !” 

Their confusions cleared and doubts removed, 

Thither had come, mad in ecstasy, 

Narada, Sudama, Shukdeva, Dhruva and 
Prahlada, j^houting : 

“Radha, Radna, Radha, Radhakrishnaji!” 

With Bindraban of those days you could 
not compare the abode of Indra ; 

Yea, you could not even dream of the like 
of it: 

All those present were freed from the bondage 
of flesh. ■ 

Radha, Radha, Radha, Radhakrishnaji! 

This our dance is devotion, faith, yoga and 
jnana, 

O my soul, realize this truly : 

This is verily a samadhi in wakeful activity. 

Radha, Radha, Radha, Radhakrishnaji! 
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kull-kach ta kani muni mucaravith 
sin^mafiza bav^kl sir bavith 
Gnkal^kl mokht gam^tl dadapardada 
Radha, Radha, Radha, Radhakrishnaji 

ras gav y6ti sami rasasamadur 
ras gav yeti cami cok ta modur 
ras gav zi rudmut asi na aparada 
Radha Radha Radha Radhakrishnaji! 
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Trees, plants, even stones, opened their eyes 
And laid bare the secrets of their loves. 

In Gokul all attained to mukti, even their 
forefathers. 

Radha, Radha, Radha, Radhakrishnaji ! 

Ras is where love’s expanse broadens into an 
ocean ; 

Ras is equipoise mid sour and sweet ; 

Ras is where there is no trace of sin. 
Radha, Radha, Radha, RadhSkrishnaji ! 
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PART II 


34 

bahar av nav bahar av 
kh6sh hava dilakiy gamgosa trav 
raftg-baraftg navi kar kosman krav 
bahar av nav bahar av 

hiy che dapan zamb^has mg chu amaitav 
dag hy6t gulalan sdn^poshas chu cav 
marl ami hameshi-baharl phirl phirl av 
bahar av nav bahar av 

35 

rahg? rang^ sari gul ay 
madano kati cani jay 

ra’na zeba gulab ay 
shab-boy maAziposh sdnaposh dray^ 
karipAtl tg: s6mbglan kar gray 
madano kati canI jay 

— (Khwaja Habib) 


1. Var. Shab-boy i manza sonaposh dray. 
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PART II 


34 

Spring, the new spring! 

A happy breeze is blowing! Of heartaches 
and sorrows think no more. 

Gather violets and tulips of many hues. 

Spring, the new spring ! 

The Jasmine says to the White Rose, “I have 
grown pale”. 

The Red Poppy shows its scar ; the Sonaposh 
is full of elation ; 

And see how the Daisy smites us with love : he 
comes and goes and comes and goes again. 

Spring, the new spring! 

35 

Flowers have blossomed in all their hues. 

Love, where are you ? 

The rose has come, graceful and lovely. 

The tuberose, the balsam, and the Sonaposh 
have bloomed^, 

The larkspur and the hyacinth burst daintily 
into bloom. 

Love, where are you? 

I, Var* Tho Sonaposh has shone forth from the odorous night. 
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av bahar bolu bulbulo 
son v6la baravo shadi 

drav kathk6sh grSza pan chalo 
zar^ cal^nay vandaki dadi 
vuzu ngndare vuni cha sulo 

kav kumri vuchl poshnnlo 
ay nalan zan ph^rl-yadi 
bav v6ndakl gamgosa gulo 

nav hiyitan neru s6mbulo 
heth zaminas khati azadi 
pyala hgth chay ygmbarzalo 

cav softt tay nab gav khulo 
bntarac pgth gill phasadi 
tekabatane ta yirl-kimi ph6lo 

nav tan man trav zalzalo 
drav shihul pon kami nagaradi 
khasu Parbat^ ta vasu Tulmulo^. 

— Prakash Ram 


1. Famous shrines of Kashmiri Hindus, 
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Spring is come, sing thou, O Bulbul; 

Let us celebrate the advent of spring. 

Frost is gone. Let us wash our liii),bs and 
body clean, 

Let us wash away our winter misery. 

Get up, get up, is it early still? 

See, the kav. the kumri and the poshnooV 
Have filled the glens with their wailings ; 
Come, O Rose, thou too confide in us thy 
winter, griefs and sorrows. 

Show thy delicate form, O Hyacinth, and 
spread 

Thy message of freedom for the earth : 

The Narcissus is holding her cup for thee. 

Spring is come and the sky is clear. 
Winter’s confusion has vanished from the 
earth ; 

Daffodils and meadow-saffron are in bloom. 

Let us cleanse our bodies and minds, 

Let us cast away all fear — 

Again from wondrous springs refreshing waters 
flow. 

Again may we visit our sacred shrines. 

1. The crow, the dove, and the golden oriole. 



42 

37 

ygti p6n varshan tatl phal bavantay 
sontay son av sontiray 

sosan gulitQrl yirl-kimi z6ntay 
v6la kar ySmb^rzcilI kosman krSv 
cila dr5v handiposbl kulimi hy6t vantay 
sontay son Sv sontiray 

38 

deka pgtha gum? chim mSkhta zan haran 
bal chas karan kosman krav 

Shal?mar bihith. pyala chas baran 
bo dala chas nivan yOrl vat6m yar 
yaras ki^a poshan mala chas karan 
bal chas karan kosman krav 

Ish?bcir bihith shish? chas barSn 
bo kesh chas paran yiirl vatfim yar 
yaras kiga poshan mala chas karan 
bal chas karan kosman krav 


— Haba iChotUn 
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Wherever the rains come, there grow crops 
and fruits in plenty. 

Wherever spring comes, thither comes Love, 
the lord of spring. 

The iris, the lily, and the meadow-saffron 
will sprout soon. 

Come, O Narcissus, enjoy the bloom’. 

Winter is gone ; the dandelion and the 
viburnum have blossomed in the woods. 

Spring is come, and Love, The lord of spring, 
is come too- 


38 

The sweat of my brow are dropping like pearl ; 
I am a lovely maiden,Tgathering violets fpr 
Love. 

At Shalimar I am filling wine-cups; 

I leap for joy, for my Love will come to me. 
I am weaving garlands of flowers for Love. 

At Ishabar I am filling goblets of wine; 

I am braiding my tresses, for my Love will 
come to me. 

I am weaving garlands of flowers for him, 
A lovely maiden am. I, gathering violets 
for Love. 


1. Lit: gather vioitts, Ko$amw=violets or flowers ganerally. 
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pahaj-knri ha braga-tiri 
chavtay nirl achiposh 

pahaj khacakkay v6gan6n balan 
nalan lagith posh 
v6ll-ve sond^rfiv r6v hay karavay 
gatavay nirl achiposh 

40 

saml-tave vigingv r6v hay karavay, 

r6v hay karavay 
saAgarmalan ghaye lo lo, 
ghaye lo lo 

s6ngisaftdl zaApana m6khat?ivl jalar, 

mfikhatavl jalar. 
sad^favl kar^say paye lo lo, 
paye lo lo 

oral y6li yiyam tay broAthahay neras, 

broAthahay neras 
s^tl hgth ^6nz9 tay daye lo lo, 

daye lo lo. 


— Mahmud Garni 
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39 

Thou Shepherd Lass, O thou Heron Feather, 
Disport thyself amongst the meadow achiposh- 

0 Shepherd Lass, how airily thou goest up 
the low hills. 

With flowers thy collar bedecked ! 

Come, lovely maids, let us dance and 
Gather the meadow achiposh. 

40 

Come, O fairies, let us dance, let us dance. 
Sheltered from light while yet the peaks 
are aglow with rosy dawn, with rosy dawn- 

1 will make for my Love a gold palanquin, 

a gold palanquin, 

With fringes of peatl and ivory posts, and 
ivory posts. 

And when he arrives, I will come out to meet 
him, I will come out to meet him. 
Accompanied by many friends and maids, 
my many friends and maids- 
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doh Idg dar^ ta kas chakh praran 
?hoh day baliye lo lo karan 

marl-moinz dithmakh arl-miftzl taran 
as^v^nl kosam dithl-may haran 
lastam ta astam nig^hah karan 
Qhoh d^ly baliye lo lo karan 

— Mirza Akmal-ud-Din 

42 

vantay ISciy kor ga?hakh kuniy zaniye 
latha puc:e chata maran firl kuni z^iniye 

ariy ariy khacayakh ariy ariy va?hayakh 
akgihatgn dak^maran cirl kuniy z^iniye 

RSshitnalyun khacayakh grayi maran 
vachayakh 

RambI aras tara taran ?irl kuniy zaniye 


1 . Var. or=thither* 
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The day lingers. 

Whom art thou waiting for, O youthful maid, 
in thy voluptuous beauty, singing so 
merrily ? 

I see thee lovesick, crossing a rivulet, 

O Smiling One, thy smile scattereth voilets 
abroad. 

May thou be spared long, O sweet maid, and 

May I ever find favour in thine eyes! 

42 

Say, dear lass, whither art thou going so 
late, alone? 

With thy white dupatta wantonly fluttering 
in the wind, thou goest so late, alone ! 

Along the rivulet banks thou goest. 

Along the rivulet banks thou returnest. 

Brushing past thy lovers cruelly, so late, alone ! 

To the Festival at Rishimol’s thou goest, 
and now so coquettishly returnest. 

Wading across the R«imbara so late, alone! 
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vani dimay arabalan 
yara kuni melaUhna 
(vanI dimay aravalan 
dubara yara melakhna) 

laji phulay aravalan 
ySra didar havakhna 
chiv* l6gum masvalan 
yara kuni melakhna 

— Haba KhotOn 

44 

liji phulay ahd^vanan 
cS kanan g6yna myon 
laji phulay kol^saran 
v6thn nirSn khasavo 
ph6j yosman ahdavanan 
(je kanan g6yna myon 

— Haba Khotun 

45 

bahariy gul phdll sariy 
bozi hariy poshinnlanl zar 

vanavdth kdsttlr d6d ashkanariy 
siyah k6run panun pan 
balina bulbulas dshkabemariy 
bozi hariy poshinulani zar 
W 


Var, choh. 
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In quest of thee I wander about the hill- 
streams, 

Shall I find thee nowhere, my Love? 

(I will search the wild jasmine woods for thee. 
Shall I not meet thee once again, my Love ?) 

The wild yellow rose has bloomed 
Wilt thou not show thy face. Love ? 

‘Beauty’s fairest paragons’ are in their prime, 
Shall I find thee nowhere, my Love ? 

44 

The distant meadows are in bloom. 

Hast thou not heard my plaint? 

Flowers bloom on mountain lakes, 

Come, let us to mountain meads ; 

The lilac blooms in distant woods, 

Hast thou not heard my plaint? 

45 

The spring flowers have all blossomed, 

O Myna^, hear the plaint of PoshinooV ^ ! 

Kostur^ came down from the happy woods 
And was charred with the fire of love ; 

He turned black— think of that, my Love! 
Will the lovesick Bulbul not find a cure ? 
O Myna, hear the plaint of poshinooll 


1. Starling. 2. Golden Oriole. 3. Tickell’s Thrush. 
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kavini parith nimayo grave 
ha mati yavanrayo ve 

bahar avtay saAz l6g navan 
S6na Laftki vath^ray bo 
shok^ cani zulah zalay raAganavan 
ha mati yavanrayo ve 

— Khwaja Habib 


47 

ha v6lo m6nl ho vaftdayo padan 
adanbaji my5ni yaro ve 

adan^ as^s rehzala nadan 
yavanas kadar no zaniy mg 
dkamo darshun cham canI ladan 
adanbaji myani yaro ve 

kukile pari kava travith kSlgradan 
dukale v6nd? myon gav 
mg kale cane branti gamo nadan 
adanbaji myani yaro ve 
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Like a crow I shall fly to thee with plaints, 

0 Love, the lord of my youth! 

Spring is come and boats are sought; 

1 shall spread a seat for thee at the Isle of Gold*, 
I shall illuminate multi-coloured boats for 

thee. 

My Love, the lord of my youth! 

47 

I will lay the very apples of my eyes at 
thy feet, O come, 

M.y Love, companion of my youth! 

When young I played with trinkets. 

Fool that I was. 

And did not prize my youth ; 

But now I pine for thee. Show thyself. 
My love, companion of my youth! 

Like a kukil-do\e thou didst move along 
the wandering rills, 

And distraction filled my heart; 

Beguiled by love, I fancied thou wert 
calling me. 

My love, companion of my youth! 


4. Sona Lank in Dal Lake. 



52 


cento lad^rl posh pholl k6l?radan 
az chum adan vatah^may 
dihamay darshun sar vanday pSdan 
adanbaji myani yaro ve 

— Arnimal 
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m& shoka ySrasandi birl mas-pyalata 
alav ditose 

taravani marage vasavani balata 
ahiy nitose 

kyah kara niyinam haranani chalata 
alav ditose 

kand^ tay nabada b^lrI-mas thalata 
rafiga raAga nitose 
jod gav ashkan dod kgtha calata 
alav ditose 

— Arnimal 
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me hiyi poshan malg karem 
cani lolare 

shronl-dar sSnas^hz^ buhg^ri garem 
cani lolare 
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Think of Ladarposh bloom along the rivulet 
banks — 

This is the time I look for thee. 

Wert thou to come and show thyself, 

I would lay down my life for thee, 

My Love, campanion of my youth I 

48 

For the love of my sweetheart I filled 
wine-cups. 

Go and call out to him. 

Across meadows and down hillsides, 

My tender thoughts attend him ! 

Like a deer he bounded away, ah me! 

Go and call out to him. 

Dishes of sugar-loaf and candy sweet I filled. 
Many and various — pray, offer these to him. 
Smitten am I— how can I endure the anguish 
of love ? 

Go and call out to him. 

49 

Jasmine wreaths I weave 
For the love of thee. 

I wear gold bangles, jingling sweet. 

For the love of thee. 
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yid 5yi ga^hakh k6t 
kav? gokh gindanas m6t 
mati rozu damah roza dar&m 
cani lolare 

cani purhl rav^rgm raciy 
kagah gayas ara-kacay 
ntir^ki vakhtay sHra pargm 
cani lolare 

— Rasul Mir 

50 

mS kari taskiga poshan malata 
chavina hiy 

hSvas^ beirl-mas mad^khasl vSrata 
yiyinS karasay vdri maftz jay 
darshan^ tahande bal sandarat^ 
chavina hiy 
chas myani dr^y 

— Arnimal 

51 

kar vgsl madun yiyi mg sala 
poshan taskica kari mg mala 
yavun osum purkamala 
mas cath mas^chiv r^ltnas nala 
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The Td is come, where wilt thou go ? 
Prithee, why so fond of play? 

Love, stay awhile, I kept the fasts 
For the love of thee. 

For thee I waited many nights. 

And how I pined away! 

At the rosy dawn prayers I said 
For the love of thee. 

50 

I weave garlands of flowers for him — 

Will he not disport himself ’mid jasmine ? 

For Love I filled wine cups to the brim, 

0 were he to come ! 

In my bosom I would place him ; 

And my love-lorn youth would be happy 
again. 

Will he not disport himself 'mid jasmine — 
For my sake ? 

51 

Dear friend, when will Love accept my 
invitation ? 

1 have woven garlands of flowers for him. 
I was in the very prime of youth 
When, drunk with wine, my Love caught 

me in an embrace 
(And cast his spell on me). 



56 

52 

ras? v6lay volay v5lay s6ndarl-ye 
masakhasi hay barl-may c& 

vuth chiy racaphall dand mfikhtamalay 
masam honji kyah kosam harl-ye 
ras^ v5lay volay s6ndarl-ye 

astnan khackhay hay rahgacarl-ye 
vasakhay pana kina lagay valabarl-ye 
ras^ volay vdlay s6ndarl-ye 

— Khwaja Habib 


53 

ho kargyo ho ho karayo 
myani yaro ho ho karayo 

as^v^ni mashoka asi-kun satha 
ras? v6la masaki khasi barayo 
ho karayo ho ho karayo 

dure Sham nurana travan 
durdan? son^kanadur garayo 
ho karayo ho ho karayo 


(Aziz Khan) 
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52 

Come, 0 come trippingly, Love, 

I have filled goblets brimful for thee- 

Thy lips are coral beads. 

Thy teeth are rows of pearl, 

Dimples scatter violets on thy guileless face. 
Come, O come trippingly. Love. 

My Titling, thou hast flown to the skies. 
Come down or I’ll spread birdlime for thee. 
Come, 0 come trippingly. Love. 

53 

Love, ni sing thee a lullaby, 
ril sing thee a lullaby. 

My winsome Love, come trippingly to me 
this once. 

I’ll fill thee wine-cups, 
ril sing thee a lullaby. 

Thou comest trailing splendour from afar, 
I’ll make thee gold ear-rings, my Pearl, 

I'll sing thee a lullaby. 
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myani madan hiyo hiyo 
cham cani ladan 

ha yiyo yiyo 
darshun diyo diyo 
cham canI ladan 

adan^ cSysatl karyam vaday 
vad^ kava ddlham piyo piyo 
cham cani ladan. 

— Arnimal. 


55 

yita yita yaro yito 
hita drayas gari ta vay 
hiy pholya b&yi yito 
dfiva bal data ta vay 
marl-maiidi myani zar bozto 
kali gacha bar^ ta vay 

— Jum Navhatta 

56 

kar lagan cani kadam sani aftgan 

sheri hSmayo v6lo 

bo drayas darda cane 

pard? c^itih bgyi yitamo v6lo 

bo do Himal asgs 

bal ma?^s poshi tulay ho v6lo 

—Arnimal 
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54 

My Love, my Jasmine, my Jasmine, 

I long for thee. 

Come, O come. 

And show thyself ; 

I long for thee. 

I plighted, when young, my troth to thee, 
Why didst break thy troth, O sweet, O dear ? 
1 long for thee. 


55 

Come Love, pray come, 

I left my home for thee. 

Will jasmine bloom again ? O come, 

I may yet live. 

Loved One, hear my plaint : 

Time soon will wither me, alas! 

56 

When will thy feet touch my courtyard ? 

I would place them on my head, O come ! 
For love, I left my home and hearth 
And tore the veil, O come ! 

I was a famous beauty once, and now, 

I have faded ‘ in my teens, O come ! 


1. Lit. I am reduced to the weight of a flower. 
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57 


kar rafigim karvatSm 
sari samana v6lo 
shar kastam sar bo vanday 
cfty r6st dSn kahl baray 
durfer con no zaray 

— Haba KhatSn 
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mg karl-mas poshan dastay 
kar yiyam bali balayar 
dadi tahande dil gom khastay 
kar havgm bali didar 

ruthl-matis tas yar^say 
v^inl-tose myani vilazar 
yiyi natay myani dray chasay 
karahsay sar nisar 

bumbakamani cila kyah chusay 
tir laynam beshumar 
sin^sipar daryamasay 
k6rnamay bali shikar. 


— Haba Khatnn 
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57 

I dyed my hands in henna — 

When will he come ? 

It’s Love should come to me, bedecked. 
Come, still my craving, 

I am dying for thee: 

Without thee how shall I fill my days ? 

I cannot endure separation from thee. 

58 

I have made posies on posies for him, 
When will the Loved One come to me ? 
Pining for him I have broken my heart, 
When will the Loved One come to me ? 

Convey my wailings to my Love, 

And, pray, let him be reconciled; 

Should he tarry, conjure him in my name 
I would lay down my life for him. 

How tensely drawn are his eyebrows! 
Many a missile he shot at me. 

I bared my bosom for a shield 
And row a stricken victim lie. 
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damana bodum ashi mati 
kam^nl praran doh gom 
samana gandith ayes 
ytit kyah cS loguy nashi mati 
paman lajthas kyah kara 
kam^nl praran d6h gom 

— Arnimal 

60 

kavarafig kortham havu didaro 
yaro lol ho am conuy 
chahdan lusas gam^-shaharo 
decham sariy cey hyuh na haAh 
tani t6ph laytham guli-bombnro 
yaro lol ho am conuy. 

61 

cani hartal ravem racay 
avaz vacay no 

khasi v6zq.ll barga chacay 
chas sdrgac ygmbarzal 
kali melav kayamaray 
avaz vacay no 

van^ha yac ashkani brah^^y 
kan thavto MahmUdas 
kaman surtan ga?han mgray 
avaz vac^y no 


Mahmud Garni 
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The hem of my robe is drenched with 
tears, Love ; 

Waiting and yearning, my days drag. 

I came bedecked ; 

Prithee, why so proud. Love ? 

I have become an object of taunts, ah me ! 
Waiting and yearning, my days drag. 

60 

Thou hast turned me black as the raven. 
Come, and show thyself to me. 

Love, I yearn for thee. 

Weary I grew, looking for thee ’mid country 
and town. 

I have found none like thee. 

Thou hast stung me, O Wasp-bee ; 

0 come, I yearn for thee. 

61 

At thy door I waited for nights on nights, 
Did you not hear me wail ? 

With bells red and petals pale 

1 am a divine narcissus (waiting for thee) ; 
It’s a long long time to the Judgement-day. 

I would sing many a song for love. 

Pray, lend thy ears to Mahmud — 

What lovely forms must turn to dust! 

Did you not hear me wail? 



64 


62 

gafi gaA mo kar ha yandaro 
kanarSn phalilay malayo 
rabi tala kar tulu ha sombulo 
ygmbarzal pyala hSth praran chay 
hiyithar chastay dubara pholayo 

— Arnimal 


63 

^chl m5 losam dargta-barl-ye 
s6nd^irl-ye son yikhna 
shgchi sozahay maiiza chim th?rl-yc 
s6ndcirl-ye son yikhna 

zall-paftjir^c hay rafiga?arl-ye 

all lanjinay yerakhna 

kali paiijaray rozan ch^rl-ye ... 

naza camanac taza babarl-ye 
saza v6di haftga loguthna 
rashk con niv mushk ambarl-ye,... 

khas?v?nl hay poshetharl-ye 
asavun kyah con rSkhsar 
durl saggwani tnri ma barl-ye ... 

-Makbal Shah. 
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Do not murmur and grumble, O Spinning- 
wheel, 

Thy straw-rings* I shall oil. 

Raise thy head from under the earth, O 
Hyacinth, 

Narcissus is looking for thee with cups of 
wine. 

Once faded, will the jasmine bloom again? 

63 

My eyes are aching : I have been looking 
for thee from doors and windows, 

Wilt thou not come to me. Love ? 

For the obstacles in my way messages of 
love cannot reach thee, 

Wilt thou not come to me. Love ? 

O thou pretty cage-ling. 

Wilt thou not build thy nest on the bough 
outside ? 

Death soon will empty all the cages. 

O thou fresh basil of the garden of love, 
O thou envy of fragrant ambergris, 

Dost thou need to adorn thy brow ? 

O thou flowering creeper, 

Thy face happy smiles doth wear. 

Thy breasts are brimful with love. 

1. Rings made of straw in which the spindle is fixed. 
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yi chu duniya navikhSta nov-ye lo lo 
kari baliye yav?nas rov-ye lo lo 
yar^dadc kyah banyav pampuras 
shamahas path devana gov-ye lo lo,...^ 
yar^dade kyah banyav bhmbnras 
ygmbarzali path devana gov-ye lo lo.... 
yaradade kyah banyav Bombilras 
Lolare path devana gov-ye lo lo... 
yaradade kyah banyav Nagl-rayas 
Himali path devana gov-ye lo lo .. 

65 


asimay rosh hariye 
asl hay lolan mariye 

kyah banyav Pharhadas 
Shirini path devana gav 
tami ti sahg^lath valiye 
asimay rosh hariye 

kyah banyav Majnlinas 
Lali path devana gav 
tas no biz maji maliye 
asimay rosh hariye 


1 • The refrain, kari baliye yavanas rov*ye lo fo, is repeated as indicated 
here. 
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This world is new, for ever and ever new, 
O maiden dear, weave thy youth in a wreath 
of dance. 

For love the moth has to suffer 
When he goes mad after the candle-flame. 
For love the bee has to suffer 
When it goes mad after the narcissus. 

For love Bombur* had to suffer 
When it went mad after Lolari*. 

For love Nagray* had to suffer 
When he went mad after Himal*. 

65 

Don’t be cross, my Myna dear. 

It's love has smitten me. 

For Shirin Farhad had to suffer: 

For love he tore down the hill. 

For Laila Majnnn had to suffer: 

Her parents would not relent. 

So don’t be cross, my Myna dear, 

It’s love has smitten me. 


♦Lovers fimoos in Kashnriiri itgond. 
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parda tall jalva dyut mashokantay, masho- 
kantay 

mS ta tas azalay as milavantay, as milavantay 
rashi satl kami s6ni asi kor chgntay, asi 
kor chgntay 

rOthmut manavith vSsI antantay, v6sl antantay 
gindanuy dimasay kanakuy s5ntay, kanakuy 
sontay 

yina nishi nashas yina kanh sontay, yini 
kanh s5ntay 

tas path rovum sor adantay, sor adantay 
4ml lolacuran dicnam santay, dicnam santay 
thaph dith mushnam shila vasantay, shila 
vasantay 

avar t^ vavar kar mS vavantay, kar me 
vavantay 

harnas harnas zan pahl-pantay, zan pahl- 
pantay 

dilakuy hal v6n M'akabulantay, Makabulantay 
dadev barl-thay chas hanhantay, chas hanhan 
tay 


— Makbul Shah 
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Love’s splendour shines beneath the veil, 
beneath the veil ; 

We were destined to be one, we were destined 
to be one ; 

Some rival has estranged him from me, 
estranged him from me; 

Reconcile him to me, O reconcile him to me ; 

I’ll make him a gift of all my gold, of all 
my gold ; 

See that no rival keeps him away, keeps 
him away ; 

For Love I pined away my youth, pined 
away my youth ; 

That thief of love stole my heart, stole 
my heart ; 

At a single blow my heart he snatched, 
my heart he snatched ; 

The gust (of love) blowed me about, blowed 
me about; 

Like the dry leaves in autumn, I fluttered 
down, I fluttered down ; 

Makbul has laid bare his heart, laid bare 
his heart; 

Every limb of his doth smart with love, doth 
smart with love. 
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jisl \Sy laran I0I9 satiy 
lo lati lo 

chiy ^shkahadiy satl satiy 
lo lati lo 

arazah karahay roz atiy 
boztam arizo 

mat? losanavtakh lUsI-matiy’ 
lo liti lo 

ashakh chi varah iHsI-matiy 
pem?tl yekhso 

mat? vuz?navtakh ngnd?rih^itiy 
lo lati lo 

kokal z?y cani bab?riphatiy 
na ta ma shab-bo 
kyah chiy shuban karipatiy 
lo lati lo 

aho cashl-mav marl katiy 
cashl-m? canI jado 
dishitb har?nav van ratiy 
lo lati lo 

ath s6mbul bagas vani m6 ditiy 
rav?rim sari doh 
yim ashk? tdngal pami tatiy 
lo lati lo. 

— R6su1 Mir 


1* Vif* yim na^ kadam trav sotiy. 
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We have hastened out of love to thee, 
lo lati lo^ \ 

The love-lorn still do follow thee, 
lo lati lo \ 

I would make suit to thee, O stay, 

And, pray, hear my suit; 

Do not wear out the way-worn, Love^ 
lo lati lo ! 

Thy lovers, weary and worn out. 

Have fallen by the way ; 

Do not wake up the sleep-laden, 
lo lati lo ! 

On either side thy basil locks. 

Thy luscious tuberose 

How they become thy lovely back! 

lo lati lo 

Thy gazelle eyes so many have killed. 
Thy magic eyes enthrall. 

The deer have fled to woods for shame. 
lo lati lo 

I scanned thy hyacinth garden well. 
Spending days together. 

The flame of love was lighted in me, 
lo lati lo. 


1 » Lit . O my beloved, O I 
2 Var, Walk thy gentle paces slowly, 
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moy con chu s6mbul 
hovuth kaman kaman 
trovuth c& parayshan 
bulbul ma saman saman 
naz^ki khanjara satl 
ashakh marith katl 

suy khnn ca malith drakh naman naman 
bini du badam vasl-i shakh bumban bumban 
nargis chfe pur-mas barl bail lol^ caman caman 


69 

av bulbul byuth thari 
dil m6 nytinam s5nd?ri 
nosh kdrnam nSnd^ri 
hosh kdrnam bambari 
rath d6h chas naz^ri 
dil m6 nyHnam s6nd?iri 
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Thy tresses are a hyacinth, 

Thou hast displayed them to many, O so many! 
Thou hast untied and loosed* them 
Will bulbuls not assemble, 
so many, O so many! 

By thy airs and graces^ 

Thou hast killed so many, O so many ! 
And, thy finger-tips dyed in their blood, 
thou roamest: 

See’st thine almond-eyes and 

bough-like eyebrow arches cusped. 

And thy narcissus face, in full bloom, 
a very garden of love! 

69 

The bulbul sat on a bough. 

He ravished a maiden’s heart. 

He robbed me of sleep. 

He scattered away my wits ; 

Day and night I look for him. 


1. Thus loosed they are a net for lovers. 
2* Lit. By the sword of thy airs and graces* 
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t5hi m5 dynfhvan su hay 
yemi bo dShay gajnas 

tulakatur l6gum p6hay 

har^nl tapan gajnas 

joyan lajnas d6hay, yemI bo... 

path nay6n asas bShay 

t6tuy votum tabardar 

ganSn kdrnam tShay. yemi bo... 

— Haba Khotun 


71 

gindani drayas turl gayas rasith 
d6hdari yani lusith gom 

malini myani arbab asl 
tavay pyom Haba Khotan nav 
m^nzl drayas bark? kasi kasi 
sor alam tasith 3v 
vanaki tap^rSshl tapa ay v3sith 
dohdari yanI Insith gom 


— Haba Khottin 
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Did you not see him 
Who smites me with love ? 

He exposed me to the frost of Poh}, 

He melted me in the hot sun of Har^, 

He still makes me wander, like a running 
brook, in quest of him. 

I lived apart, a pine in the back-woods. 
Thither my Woodcutter came 
and found me out, 

And felled me, and burnt the logs to ashes- 

71 

I left my home for play but returned not 
When the day sank in the west- 

I came of noble parentage 
And made a name as Haba KhatHn- 
I passed through crowds drawing tight my 
veil. 

But people flocked to see me, 

And ascetics hurried out of woods; 

When the day sank in the west. 


1 December-January (Winter) 


2 June-July (Summer) 
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lasa kami havasay 
su nay chu hSvan 
nav tay nasay 

6rfa chu alamasay 
yid ch6 ashakasay 
yaras r6st yid k6say 

^indgrl ^ndarl zaj nasay 
tondras la j nasay 
mazas gom bas^basay 

shin zan gajnasay 
aran vajnasay 
joyan lajnasay 


73 

vgsiye gachtay astay astay 
dastay kar^say poshenay 
darayi taryom taskyut mastay 
su chumay pheran goshenay 
su kavay rndum goshenay 
tas kati Idgmay parud mastay 
(yiyi nata ga?hasay hiy-zan khastay) 

— Haba Khotiln 
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What hope can keep me alive ? 

He doth not ever think of me. 

The world observes RamadanS 
The lover celebrates the ’Id; 

But there can be no 'Id when Love is away. 

Love has consumed me from within, 

He has cast me into a hot oven, 

And is burning me to cinder. 

Love has melted me like the snow, 

He has fretted me like the hill-stream, 

And has made me restless like the rills. 

73 

Go gently and call him, friend, 

I’ve made posies of flowers for him. 

Over passes* high I carried him wine. 

But he is roaming 'mid sylvan glades ? 

O why is he roaming in the distant glades ? 
O where is he drunk with my rival’s wine ? 
(Should he not come, like jasmine I'll fade ; 
Go gently and call him, friend.) 


t. Lit. Urfa, the last day of the fasts, when the ’id is anxiously 
awaited on the following day. 

2i Lit* up Dara, at the foot of Mt. Mahadev, 
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yfis mg kdrmay dil havalay 
ga^hta vgsl yQrl antane 
mar?m6t antan savalay 
vara lagas tan tane 
sar bo karas payimal 
gaghta vgsl yurl antane 

75 

cananl-poshi raiiga hay dithmas tan 
ga n6n no vanl-ze bozi alam 

doha aki tas ta mg mejayi tan 
ha amob thavnam soy ladan 
avyul ma sanyos myon hiye badan 

arifav ta ashakav racay van 
mani buz Mansvlrl nara dazas tan 
“analhaq” p6r teiml maftz marakan 


— Khwaja Habib 
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Whom I have entrusted with my heart, 
Go friend, and bring him back to me. 

I would press my body close to his, 

I would lay my head at his feet; 

Go friend, and bring him back to me. 


75 

I have seen his body : 

It is the colour of peach-bloom! 

Pray, let no one come to know of it. 

Once his body and mine closed in an embrace — 
O it is that has filled me with longings 
keen ! 

Did my jasmine body press too hard and 
hurt him ? 

For love many devotees and lovers re- 
nounced the world 
And betook themselves to woods; 

Mansnr alone realized love’s true meaning, 
His body was set aflame ; 

"I am the truth,” said he openly. 

He cared not for what people would say. 
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nata kaAsi nay z^rgvl ashkgni nar$teitl 
ha Utiy ?? chavtay nSnd^rih^tiy posh 

“analhaq” paryav MansHr matl 
gaphilav mini bHzith zonus na kefth 
tami dargpSth? hy6tun yar panun satl-satl 


77 

y6li chum yavun cStas pSvan 
tSli cham yivan devan^gi 
ashakh b6mbur vyflr hgvan 
phirl-phirl cam^nan v6n divan 
yeli par dukanas chu v^sith pgvan ... 


78 

bani ySs kenh aram na tas 
me chu pevan kyahtam cetas 

lola kart^ji chdkh yes yiye 
abi hayath tas no vaye 
dor-dava didar chu tas 

yena tas yar^-s^fiz kal gayam 
nail I0I9C haftkal gayam 
tan^ chas bal misibatas 
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Who ever did endure the burns of love? 

0 maiden, enjoy flowers while yet they are 
waking into bloom- 

“I and my Love are one,” said MansHr, 
People heard him but did not understand ; 
From the gallows he clung fast to his love 
And proved his faith. 

77 

When I remember the days of youth, 

1 feel like mad. 

How true a lover is the bee ! 

It sucks honey and knows no satiety ; 

It seeks out flowers in gardens, 
again and again. 

Till its wings fail and it falls down dead. 

78 

Whoever is in love, will know no peace: 

I feel a tugging at my heart. 

Whoever is wounded with the darts of love, 
Ambrosia is no balm for him; 

His only balm, is a sight of Love. 

Ever since I have been in love 
I am a captive, bound hand and foot; 

I feel the misery of it. 

Even in the innocence of my youth. 
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Has^nas lola-tabas dava 
ketih-na vas^l^ki mas-pyala siva 
hS slk^ya dama dita 

— Gulam Hasan Ganayi 

79 

loytham ^ishkun dam? 
dilarama dilbaro 

mijitir cani y&li am? 
vanto kahl sand?ro 
maAdinSn kortham sham?... 

hiyitani pSySm hSm? 
gan gan c5ni bpmburo 
t6ph mo lay siyapham?.... 

— Akbar Bath 

80 

dil tari k6rtham dilbaray 
vanto cS b2n dgn kahl baray 

bagas phdllmo ambaray 
chav?ni vajSm bOmburay 
gam sari poshan ambaray — 

barbuk? chas g§m?c baray 
astam baray maray baray 
yin? c3ni sh3dl ka^ah baray — 
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The poet is suffering from the fever of love, 
There’s no cure save (the wine of) 

Love’s embrace ; 

O Saki^, let me have a draught (of the wine). 

79 

Thou hast caught me in the noose, Love 
Thou art my only solace. 

Thou throwest thine eyelashes at me, 

How can I bear the agony. Love ? 

Thou hast turned my noonday into dusk. 

A blight has befallen my jasmine body, 

Since thou hast gone away, humming by ; 

0 Wasp-bee, thou hast stung me too pitilessly. 

80 

Thou hast filled me with a yearning. Love, 
Without thee how shall I fill my days? 

My garden is in full bloom, 

Wafting its rich fragrance abroad. 

1 invited my Bee to enjoy the bloom, 

He did not come, and 

The flowers lie in an idle heap. 

I am in my very prime, 

Voluptuous and ripe for love- 
O come, for thee a lambkin I’ll kill ; 

O the joy that will be mine when thou wilt come I 


t, Cup-bearar, beloved. 
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roshi vSl? posh ho bo lagay 
gosh thavtam van^yo bo zari 

ygmbarzal chas' khumar^ birith 
sharmi satl kar bbnkun thAvith 
harn? gayi dar jaAgal mirith 
marl asl'^ cani cishe-khumari 

He * 

yar gomay Pamparl vate 
kdAg? poshav rdt nal^mate 
su chu tatc bo chas y6te 
Barsahibo karana’ bo zkrl 


Mohmud Garni 


82 


l4j phulay bsd^man 
yar kaman gom mdtuy 
roshi k^rlmas poshi caman 
dSva yiy^im p6tuy 
hay pgyam ycmb^rzalan 
y5r kaman gom mdtuy... 


Var* t. chay 


2. tin) 


boztam 
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Come Love, heed my wailings, 

I adore thee. 

I am a narcissus, in full bloom. 

For modesty I cannot tell my love. 

Like a gazelle I roamed the wilds, 

Till thy wanton eyes enthralled my heart. 

* If 0 * 

My Love took the road to Pampore, where 
Saffron flowers locked him in their embrace. 
He is there, and ah me ! I am here — 
Have I not cause to lament, my God ? 


82 

Almond blossom is everywhere. 

But where’s my Love ? 

On whom has he set his heart ? 

I laid flower-beds for Love, 

I hoped he would come back to me ; 
But he did not come and 
My daffodils withered away. 

Where's my Love 

When almond trees are in bloom ? 
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L^ij phulay kohgdam^ngy 
badam dr2y nini 
gray kar tami yavanay 
shgchi vaninam kavanay 
kan thavina gravanay 
badam dray nani 


84 

bahSra phulaya ph6jl sabazaran 
kava zana yaran tar kyah gayi 
s5nan jay rat aAdmazaran 
tatl-bona yaran ngndar p6yi 
tim chi tati asl ySti chi praran ... 

85 

tas r6s madanas mSti kyah provuy 
nahakay dil ti myon rovuy-ye 

aylna dabi myani dantuv zoluy 
kukilav yilrhas altiy-ye 
tas na madanas kaiisi tiy bovuy, 
nShakay dil ti myon rovuy-ye 
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All hill-sides are in bloom 

And almond blossom is everywhere. 

I heard a crow whisper to me : 

“ Thy Love hast fled from thee 
When spring is abroad and thou art in 
prime. ” 

Have I not cause to grieve, 

And should he not heed my plaint 
When hill-sides are in bloom 
When almond blossom is everywhere ? 

84 

The fields are green again in the spring ; 
Why should our friends be so late to come ? 
In far-off graveyards the iris is in bloom, 
It is there our friends have gone to sleep. 
They are there and, ah me! we are here — 
waiting for them. 


85 

What am I worth now that my Love is 
away ? 

Have I given away my heart in vain ? 

My ( body is a ) balcony with glass-panes 
and ivory eaves. 

Where turtle-doves have woven their nest, 
(And filled it with amorous cooing for Love^, 
But alas ! he does not know and keeps away. * 
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ky^h kar^ rudum su van^n^y pheran 
sorSn chumno ad^nuk sreh 
kukila as^s thari ol yeran 
sont^ci vuz^mali .g^ndnam reh 
zulf^ke grSyi satl gynr chum geran 
soran chumno ad^nuk sreh 


87 

dnri rQdum aftdnri vantay 
vantay vSsI yiyinasan 
duri d6pnam ga^h^vo vantay 
cilri rndum mahz lasan 
mQri nar chum kahl lal^vantay 
vantay vesi yiyinasan 

88 

vant? kavay dUri rUdum 
ySnl me m6lum ttiri gandun 
ddbl-vSn^ chdlum ch6kum 
krUth pyom ySr^dod 
cha4-chdkh nah^kay r^v^m - 


— Arnim?! 
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He keeps away, roaming the woods, ah me ! 

What can abate the ardour of my youth ? 

I was a kukil weaving my nest on a bough, 
unconcerned. 

When, in the springtime, lightning lit up 
a flame in me. 

And the curl of his locks whirled me in 
the eddy of love. 

What can abate the ardour of my youth ? 

87 

He held aloof, ’mid distant woods, 

Say friend, will he not come ? 

He cried to me, “Let’s to the woods” ; 

But he is fled far away^ from me. 

And my bosom is burning with the fire 
of love. 

Say friend, will he not come ? 

88 

Say friend, why he kept away 

When I, a budding maiden, had bathed me 
in sandal-oil ? 

At the wash-house I washed and rinsed 
my clothes. 

See how pitiless and cruel he was ! 

He did not come, 

And all my washing and rinsing was in 
vain. 


t. Lit* to far«off Lhasa. 
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v6l^ mySrii rindo 
?e pat? drSyas gind^ne 
nSvas lagay bo 
h3vas?-zuv chas vandane 
vat? chas vuchSn 

pat? rav?m ngnd?r t? neh 
h3vtam did3r 

bo dUrfira cSni chas galane 

— Haba KhotQn. 

90 

ga?ht? hay vSsI lola tah?nde 

chamn? nend?r t? neh 

kac?znn zan k?jl bo gijnas 

vucht? tas ma sreh 

ball pracham lol? hakl-mas 

kyah chu yglaj nig 

tor? d6pnani g&d chg kar?nl 

khQni-jigar eg 

yam vuchim zuluf tah?ndl 

sham sapud mg 

ISnl c^ran vun? vSjim 

kuni am na neh 

91 

hS mat?y h3rl-ye matay 

tas y3ras patay rav?m ngnd?r t? neh 

chdkh ySrl loynam kart?ji khatay 

chdk?n?y yglaj l6bum n? kehh 

chas chdk?lad laras yaras patay 

tas ySras patay r3v?m ngnd?r t? neh 
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Come, my Hedonist, 

I came out to sport with thee. 

Thy very name I adore, 

I offer my dear life to thee, 

I keep gazing at thy path, 

t’ve lost all sleep and rest for thee. 

0 come. 

Thine absence is wasting me. 

90 

Go to him, my friend. 

For Love I have no sleep nor rest. 

Like the pale wan moon, I am wasting away. 
See, he does not requite my love. 

1 said to my Love, 

" Physician, what’s the cure for me ? ” 

“ No cure, thou must suffer, ” he said ; 

“ Thou must suck thy heart’s blood 
Since I saw his long black locks 
I’ve been overwhelmed with gloom ; 

My thoughts are in a whirl. 

And I do not find any rest. 

91 

Come, O come. Myna dear : 

I have lost all sleep and rest, 

I have found no balm for the wounds of love. 
Wounded and stricken am I, 

Yet must I pursue my Love, 

For 1 have lost all sleep and rest. 
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mati shinzan gal^yo 
bal^yo cSne yinay 
(haAjam sari jangal^yo 
yita yiirl dfiv? ba4yo 
yikhnatay sHrho mal^yo 
bal^yo cane yinay 


93 

b^l ti no durgr con zaray 
bal marayo marayo 

chum khaf^^ laray pat^ 
layay broAth^inalas thaph 
darning ratay mahsharay.... 

shatmahda thavthas aphtabo 
kartik^c ztln 

kaji c3ni gajis Icijs^ daray.... 

hiriAji bumb? cani 
l3yan rum^rumay tir 
valiAji karl-nam paftjiray ... 


1. Khafkhan 
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Love, I waste away like melting snow, 

I can recover only if thou wilt come. 

I have scanned the woods in quest of 
thee ; 

If thou wilt come, I may revive, 

Or else, I’ll despair and . die. 

93 

I shall die through thy neglect. Love ; 

I cannot bear separation from thee. 

I cannot rest ; 

I must pursue thee, 

I must hold thee fast by the collar of thy robe ; 
Canst thou escape me at the Judgement*day ? 

I am the Kotik' moon. 

Thou art my Sun. 

Yearning for thee, I have waned ; 

I wait expectantly for thee- 

Thy brows, “ bended bows ”, 

Dart arrows every moment at me 
And make a lattice of my heart. 

Piercing numberless holes in it. 


1. Octobtr-Nov«mb«r. Autumn* 
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bo sharmi g^jis shar mS gomo 

kar m6 zonum hay 

az k6r mg karm^lon, saray.... 

ygth lol^bagas zakhmi dil gul 
sarv? chu myon ah 
ashivani s§ti joyi phiray.... 

hgs^ vgs^ravthas mar^matyo 
vgsg; kamn chay 

tim^ cha myani khdta sSAdaray.... 

— Rasul Mir. 

94 

bulbul phirakavAnl dyil gulan 
antan su madanvar 

khumar kya chus ygmb^rzalan 
harnan karan shikar 
shikar^ tah^nde jaAgal alan ... 

rah kya Iddnam mg gaphilan 

bozan chum no zSr 

marl taml-s^ndl tagpphulan.... 

subuh av tay nUr ho ph6lan 

sari chi vdmedvar 

nazare tah^nde bemar balan.— 
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For a long while I realized not 

The pain and disgrace of unrequited love ; 

But now I know fate has overtaken me. 

In the garden of love the wounds of my 
heart are the flowers, 

And my sighs are the cypress, 

With tears of mine I shall fill the garden 
brooks. 

Thou hast benumbed my senses. Love, 

Who are thy friends ? 

And are they lovelier than I ? 

94 

O lovelorn bulbul, scan the flowers. 

And bring unto me my Love. 

A glance shot from his eyes doth slay the deer. 
How wanton are his eyes! 

Forests quake, deer shake with fear 
When ahunting he goes, 

(with darts of love from his wanton eyes). 

What has been my offence ? 

Why doth he not heed my plaint ? 

His indifference is a death agony to me. 

The morn is come, 

The rose of dawn is blown; and 
All are filled with hope. 

My only hope is a kind glance 
Shot from his wanton eyes- 
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bedard^ dadi can! stir ho sap^dan 
s6y lay mith^yo myani yaro lo lo 


silah gahjam alam chaAjam 
gahjSm sln^-siparo 
har tari ashk^ne mg soz vayay 
suy soz m6thuyo myani ySro lo lo 

MsjnUn khacav N&jd^ke balo 
travan ashine talo 
Lai ho ayisay sdrm^ ta sazo 
th6d v5thu myani maharazo lo lo 


96 

Sy&s bo nlritb shok^ cane 
carith vuchimay bumay 
mg koAchmay eg lAg^yo 
Rum^rgshun 3y 
day k3ml dyut^yo 
chay n? pheran may 


-Arnim3l. 
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0 Heartless One, 

The fire of thy love is burning me, 

And thou hast ceased to requite my love. 

1 girt on a sword 

And a breastplate I donned, 

I wandered about the world in search of 
thee ; 

(But thou wert to be found nowhere, Love). 
I tuned all my heartstrings for thee 
And thou hast turned indifferent to the 
tunes of my love. 

For La’ila Majnun climbed the hills of Nejd, 
Shedding copious tears; 

Thy La’ila has come bedecked herself to 
thee. 

Arise my Bridegroom, 

Come out to meet thy bride. 

96 

I ran away from home to thee ; 

Thou didst knit thy brows 
And spurn my love. 

Who counselled thee to spurn my love ? 
Still did I pray; "Long mayest thou live!" 
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cham ladan lati aki yiyina 
hatikuy vaAdasay rath 
ravi adan padan pgmosay 
lati kav? karnam lath 

van^kas vfisiye s6na cham gelan 
ySna yarl travnam karani kath 
shgyi yar asl-tan tUshtani paraz6n 
toti cham vSftd^sgiy sath 

— ArnimSl 


98 

as may vSsI myon hyu kas gav 
ygs gav masvali g6ndur havay 
rob^khan? bihthay dirl-cas thas gom 
zonum osh ma ahgan cav 
yar nay dyuthum valinji cas gom 
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I have a longing keen : 

Were he to come but once. 

I’d shed my life-blood for him. 

I was a flowering creeper. 

0 why did he trample me under his foot ? 
Away from him, I fear me, 

I’d droop and pine 
and age in youth. 

1 would entreat him to come, 

I would fall at his feet, 

( I am so held in thrall ). 

My rivals laugh at me : 

Friend-, whom can I tell ? 

He is no longer on speaking terms with me. 
Yet long may he live 

and give joy to my rivals ! 

What sustains me is the thought 
that he is happy and well. 

98 

Do not laugh at me, friend. 

Who has been so miserable as I ? 

Drunk with the sensuousness of youth 
And in my very prime, 

I have been deserted by my Love, 

"Who is mad on someone else. 

Waiting for him in the front parlour, 

I heard a tapping at the window-pane, 
Methought the loved One had entered my 
courtyard ; 

It was not he, and 
My heart within me sank. 
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sdng cham gelan kuni chum na melan 
parz6n satl chum khelani 

Sshkadadi sHr gav parbata shelan 

ashkacur phor bal^virani 

ashk^dod hani hani tani chum telan 

— Arnimal 
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zar vantas ha v6siy 

bali rah kyah chumay 
ararost gachith rndum nishi parzgn 
nar gondanam ygna buzum 
nishi parzSn chumay 

tananay vSsi tamidadi chumna pakan an 
mS chu tamana bali tahund 
nishi yar gbchumay 

— Arnimal 
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v6d ami kukile dil myon d6duy 
ha kamyn rihdl buz myon ku ku ku 

Lali ta MajnunI nardas gihduy 
trovun shash-pahj pyos dukhal 
Lali huAd havasa davas l6guy 



101 


99 

I find him nowhere 
And rivals mock at me — 

He is sporting with someone else. 

The fire of love burns mountain rocks to 
ashes ; 

The thief of love rifles the brave ; 

Every limb of mine smarts with the pain 
of love. 

100 

Convey to him my lamentations, friend; 
What is my sin ? 

The Cruel One sports with my rivals ; 

And envy burns my bosom. 

0 the pain it gives me ! 

1 cannot eat nor drink. 

I deeply yearn for Love ; 

Would that he were beside me ! 

101 


The kukil^ wailed : 

“ Out of the fullness of love’s agony I sang. 
The Reckless One heard my ku ku ku^ 

But did not care.” 

La’ila and Majnun played at dice — 

She threw six-and-five but scored only a two. 
She had staked her heart — and he won. 


1* Turtle-dove 2 * Coo Coo. 
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vuch v6sl yar myon c6luy 
yar day sSthah mdl^luy chum 
racam nal? ta vuchnam h6luy 

102 

hay latiy lolan gaymay muri tay 
matl ygsta travnam parizan 

taspata ashakh katl gay matiy 

parzgn satl chum dgn kiho rath 

k^ihl zar^ bo bal mnhaniy pamay zoratay 

satiy bgyi rnth buchnas yariy 
yiyina v6Adi shar nerSm na 
yim kamaki . na zi rozan sariy 
matl ygst^ travnam parizan 


103 

camakan dbratala vuzamala zan drav 
ayi grayi chayigatl karan zan av 
dothaphol kitha rud nabanar baran 
gagarayi karan c6l zan vav 
nehachati anigati mushnas shaman 
mg bali thovnam suy amatav 
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See, friend, my Love has fled; 

I hold him dear, so dear; 

I would embrace him 

But he looked askance at me. 

102 

My heart has dried within me, friend. 

Since Love treats me distantly. 

Many are his lovers, mad on him; 

He sports with them all night and day — 
Can I endure envy's slow-consuming fire ? 

He was angry with me, again, so soon. 

O I have been mauled by Love ! 

Will he not come? 

Will my cravings not be stilled ? 

These loved Ones are never constant in love. 

103 

He shone forth like lightning from under 
the clouds; 

He came and went and came and went away. 
He came like hail-stone raining down the rage 
of the skies, 

And he went thundering by as the storm 
sweeps. 

Amid the “torrent of darkness” he left me, 
Young in years, to suffer the agony of love. 
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agn4 gag?na gayi gagarayi 
naba maAza narg vuzamala drayi 
antan pi antan pi 

3ngan sani phojmac hi 
C:eitith lagas sheri 
antan pi antan pi 

105 

ratas osum lava zan larith 
subgihas pravi k6tha travith gom 
babare caman ashi sag^navith 
ashimOt kav^ pashinavith gom 
saval k4rI-tos hiy gachi chavith 


106 

yani hllri mS tori candun mdlilmay 
tSmat ^dlnmay yar vesi 
dapyom agas bo roshi zagas 
lagas bo sheri hi 
vdhd^kis bagas poshSh phdlQmay 
tamat ?6lamay yar vgsi 


— Arnimal 
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Fiery thunders burst in the heavens, 

And ligiitnings flashed across the sky; 

Go, find me my Love, 

My jasmine’- is in bloom, 

I would crown him ' with a jasmine-wreath; 
Go, find me my Love. 

105 

All night long he was with me 
Like dew on a flower ; 

The sun rose in the morning and he fled. 
And since my wanton Love is fled. 

Leaving me woe-begone, 

I have watered my basil breasts with tears ; 
Will he not come and 
Enjoy my jasmine-body ? 

106 

Hardly had I, a budded houri. 

Bathed me in sandal-oil » 

When Love did flee from me, O friend. 
Methought I would lie in wait for my lord 
With Jasmime to crown his head — 

In the garden of my heart, 

A rare flower had bloomed 

When Love did flee from me, O friend. 


1. Lit. The Jasmime in our courtyard 
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9 rl-ni raAg gom shrav^nl hiye 
kar yiye darshun diye 

Sham^sdnd^rl paman Igjis 
am^tSvav kotah gajis 
nSmapagSma tas kus tiiye 
kar yiye darshun diye 

kaftd? nabada Sradmutuy 
phaftda karith g6lum kdtuy 
khaftdg k^rl-nam Inkan thiye 
kar yiye darshun diye 

suli v6thav saftgarmalan 
lal^ Charon kohan ta bilan 
praran chas bo tah^nze praye’ 
kar yiye darshun diye. 

— Arnimal 
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ad? kar yiyamtay 
bar?say malar Sv mal?rgv 
cSyinSsan mas cSvinasan mas 

kami s6ni havnas tan 
kali hay vuhuvnam 
pgth sahg?ran 


1 , V«r. i\y 



107 


107 

I was a full-blown Jasmime ; pining 

For Love I turned as pale as the arni rose ; 

When will my Love come to me ? 

He exposed me to people’s taunts, 

He scorched me with the burns of love ; 
Who can tell him what I feel ? 

And will he come to me ? 

I offered him sugar-loaf and candy sweet, 
He enticed my heart and fled. 

0 wither is he gone ? 

In the presence of strangers he mocked at me, 
And will he come to me ? 

Let’s arise while it is early dawn, 

And seek my Love 
On hills and mountains high; 

1 wait expectantly for him. 

When will he come to me ? 

108 

When will my Love come to me ? 

I will fill pitcher on pitcher with wine : 
Will he not drink to me ? 

Will he not let me drink to him? 

Up on the hill-side, the other day. 

He spoke harsh words to me — 

On whom has he set his eyes? 

Whose beauty has beivitehed his heart? 
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hali chus khaftjar tay 
tir hay laynam 
poshi paAjiran 
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padmani ad? kar yiyam tay 
vad?nas chum na chen 
6sh chas travSn clle gale 
mashi kar cham trahan 
lashi nara zajnas 
rayQlum 6sh t? an. 


— Arnimal 
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ha chala v6si bo ti nay calay 
halay hal?y ani-ton yar 
Iol?ki bazara niyinam dalay 
masachiv yar myon yHrl anI-ton 
6lfat? v?jnas zulfat? khalay 
halay halay ani-ton yar 
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He has shot countless darts of love 
at my frail flowery breasts ; 

Will he not come to me ? 

109 

A Padmani^ am I, yearning for Love, 
When will he come to me ? 

My tears flow fast. 

My longing is keen. 

My anguish is deep; 

And can I ever forget? 

My love is a torch-wood flame 
burning my inmost bosom 
with its fiery leaping tongues. 

My sorrow knows no end, 

My tears know no break. 

no 

I will not endure his wantonnesses now. 
Friend, bring him soon to me. 

From the bazaar of love he fled, 

(amid the crowded joys of love), 
drunk with the sensuousness of youth 
and heedless in his pride. 

Love caught me in the meshes of his locks 
and moles, 

Friend, bring him soon to me. 


1, A woman axcalling in charms and charactar* 
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rum^ rum? ktiy kava chum marani 
karinS son pay ay2s nirith bo 
nehagati c6lmay Sfendavava travith 
tiy kas nishi hgk? bavith bo 

gari bal dray2s saman? pravith 
kam?nl praran lustum doh 
paman lajnas gom tambalavith 
tiy kas nishi h6ka bavith bo 


— Arnimal 


112 

dil hay nyllnam dyUthvan naye 
shil? day mushnas rnd kath shaye 
gil zal? lagith ?6lmay haye 
parzgv kamavtani dyut-has daye 
shach myani v<inI-tos yor pheri naye 
dil hay nyQnam dyQthvan naye 



Ill 


in 

Friend, why does he want to kill me by inches? 
Why does he not feel concerned for me ? — 
Counting no cost I left my home for him- 
In the black gloom of night he was gone, 

leaving me alone to brave the wintry 
winds of the Sindh’ ! 

Whom can I bear to tell what has befallen me ? 

I left my home for him, 

bedecked and full of charms, 

And, full of yearning, 

I waited for him the livelong day ; 

But he had enticed my heart and was gone, 
leaving me alone to bear people’s taunts- 
Whom can I bear to tell what has befallen me ? 

112 

Have you not seen him 
Who stole my heart? 

He has robbed me of my heart — 

Oh, where is he gone? 

Like a tern he caught me in his net — 

And he is gone, ah me! 

Who has poisoned his ears against me? 
Will you not tell him how miserable I am 
and make him come back to me ? 


1« A tributary of the Jhelum flowing through snowy mountains* 
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haci l6mnam ngnd^ri haci ma?i 
ma?hi mathgibaAd s^inith gom 
s6n nyunam ragi raci 
vunyilb k^irith gom 
vanta vSsI vdnl kus kas paci 

— (Arnimal) 
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yar day latiye ?haftdon kate 
bo mate tahande gari drayaso 
travith ^6lanaay mS maAz vate 
vuch ta vSsI tas yarasuftduy kh5y 
yar nay deshan pan mara bote 

115 

v6sl pa?h nay tahandsn kolan 
lolan muhl-tay phirl-to-ne 
ygth bavasarasay kefth nay tolan 
yani ph6ll thargn gul tani baragay 
sdAdar ma galan ta gdndar ma dolan 
lolan muhl-tay phirl-to-ne 


Arnimal 
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He pulled me by the wrist in my sleep, 
And my bracelet pierced my arm. 

He robbed me of all my gold 
And left me, distraught and wild. 

Say friend, whom can one trust? 

114 

Where shall we seek my Love, friend ? 

I left my home and hearth for him. 

He has deserted me 

ere half my life’s journey is done ; 

See friend, how faithless he is ! 

If I do not find him, shall I not slay myself ? 

115 

Friend, give no credit to his vows; 

He ravished my heart and fled. 

O can you win him back to me ? 

What endures in this fleeting world of ours ? 
As soon as flowers blossom, they fade away. 
If lovely maidens died. 

Who would care for handsome youths ? 
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g3h sap^dSn trSm ta gSh sap^dan Idy 

be-kolan s?tl thivl-zina khdy 

pat^ pat? karySmas ySnl mg ch6tum mdy 

hat?g6r ySr myon kath gate gav 

sh5m chus zuluph tay sab?h yarasuftduy r6y 

be-kolan satl thavl-zina kh6y 


117 

safLz?r^(;h mai^zvati tr^vnas shSman 
khaman satl no thivI-ziPa khdy 
barbuk? aygs cakh dim? jaman 
guli-ahdaman khdtnam r6y 
kySh kar? lajnas iol?can ta pSman 

— Arnimal 
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vucht? vgsl kah?Ade bo zaygs 

bag?ni aygs kah?Ade tarn 

doh? aki mall-m3ji n?gr? harshSygs 

shaharac 3s?s vac:?s g3m 

sati dohl phirith malingv anySygs 

bag?ni aygs kah?Ade tarn 
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Now they become copper. 

Now they become bronze ; 

Have nothing to do with those who break 
their vows. 

I followed him till my hair turned grey: 

Which home has he chosen for the nonce — 

This Visitor of a hundred homes, 

This Inconstant Love ? 

His locks have the darkness of evening, 

His face has the morning light. 

117 

On the vrayside, at dusk, he left me forlorn. 

Have nothing to do with the light of love. 

My heart is bursting, my garments I’ll rend. 

My Rose has hid his face from me. 

Ah me! I am become an object of taunts 
and scorn. 

118 

See friend, where I was born 
and where 1 was married ! 

My parents celebrated my marriage 
in the city with great eclat: 

City-born and bred, 

into the country I was married ; but 
widowed only seven days after, 
my parents had to call me back. 

See friend, where I was married ! 
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doh^ aki shreh^sSn' mSlyun gaySySs 
dek^baji kakani di^nam pam 
dek^r^ch zgvunuy kon^ mSyaygs 
bag^ni ay&s kah^tide tarn 
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kya vanayo mati kya van^yo 
yi gom panas ti vanayo 
lanyun nyay chum ti vangyo 
kyS vanayo mati kya van^iyo 

bagas mySnis badam phul^ya 
adan? rav^s ti vanayo 
kya vanayo mati kya vanayo 

bagas myanis phulaya 

veri cani phdjm^ tai ti vanayo.... 
bagas myanis gilis? phulaya 
dilas? dititham? t? ti vanayo.. .. 
bagas myanis taiig? phulaya 
laAg? laAg? phdjsgi t^i ti vanayo. 


1. Var. sirasan* 
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Once I went to my father’s home. 

There my brother’s wife* taunted me 
so bitingly that 
widowed as I was, I wished 
I had died as soon as I was born. 

See friend, where I was married! 

119 

Can I tell thee. Love, can I ? 

Can I tell thee what I suffer ? 

I suffer the ‘abysmal anguish’ of Fate* ; 
Can I find utterance for my grief ? 

Can I tell thee, Love, can I ? 

In the garden (of my heart) 

Hardly had the almond-tree (of love) 
blossomed out 

When Death "parted me from Love’s caress,” 
And the blossom of love was lost for ever. 
Can I tell thee. Love, can I? 

Tn the garden (of my heart) — 

Did the apricot- tree (of love) blossom out 
tended and watered by thee ? 

Did the cherry (of love) blossom out 
fondly caressed by thee ? 

Did the pear-tree (of love) blossom out 
in flambeaux of bloom ? 

Can I tell thee. Love, can I ? 


1 . Lit, wif« of a rich and fortunate brother. 

1. Lit. I have a quarrel with my fate! 

1 am enmeshed in the tangled web of fate* 
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bSgas my§nis Slic? phu4ya 
iol^ci karitham ti vanayo 
kya vanayo mati kya vanayo 
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In the garden (of my heart) 

The plum (of love) was in the flush of bloom 
vVhen Fate mocked at me, 

(And thou wast gone for ever), 

And a blight befell the bloom of love. 
Can I tell thee, Love, can 1 7 
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PART III 
120 * 


v6thu’ h§ bagvano 

nav baharuk shan paida kar 

ph5lan gul gath karan bulbul 

tithuy saman paida kar 

caman vairan rivan shabnam 

g^tith jatua paraishan gul 

gulan tay bulbulan aftdar 

dubarah jan paida kar 

kari kus bulbula azad 

paftjiras maftz g? nalan chukh 

g^ pan^ne dast^ pan^ngn 

mushkilan asan paida kar 

chi bagas jangwar bolan 

magar avaz chakh by6n by6n 

tihiAdis al^vas ya Rab 

asar ySkhsan paida kar 

agar vuz^nav^han b^sti gulan hAiiz 

trav zir-o bam 

bunyul kar v5v kar gagaray kar 
tuphan paida kar 


— Ghulam Ahmad MahjOr 


♦A gMi 1. Var, va(o*=3Come 
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PART III 

120 


Arise, O Gardener ! 

Let there be a glory in the garden 
once again ! 

Let roses bloom again ! 

Let bulbuls sing of their love again ! 

The garden in ruins, 

the dew in tears, 

the rose in tattered leaf — 

Let roses and bulbuls be kindled anew with life! 
Thy wailings avail thee not, O bulbul. 

Who will set thee free? 

Thy salvation thou hast to work 
with thine own hands alone. 

Birds of the garden are full of song 
but each one strikes his own note — 
Harmonize their diverse notes, O God, 
into one rousing song ! 

If thou wouldst rouse this habitat of roses, 
leave toying with kettle-drums; 

Let there be thunder, storm and tempest, 
yea, an earthquake ! 
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bulbul vanan chu poshan 
gulshan vatan chu sonuy 

y&th sani rahg^ vare 
ph6ll posh vari vSre 
kh6sh-bo tihaPz c^pare.... 

lajm^c phulay chg poshan 
bagan vanan goshan 
bulbul vuchit chi toshan ... 

virl-kimi ta tekabatane 
suli ay jay ratane 
lagi tnri jama catane... 

s6mbul vanan bunaphshas 
rQzith ga thayi chukh kas 
van tr3v bag kun vas ... 

nagan kdlan ta 3ran 
joy an ta abshSran 
dyut soz navbahSran.... 

bagan kohan ta b3lan 
nSran nayan ta nalan 
kam rahg gul chi khalan.... 

ahdl ahdl saphed sailgar 
devar saftg-i-marmar 
maAz bag sabz gavhar... 
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The Bulbul sings to the flower : 

“Our country is a garden.” 

In this our lovely garden 
Flowers bloom and bloom, 

Wafting abroad their fragrance. 

See the flush of bloom 
In orchards, woods and glad'es ; 

The Bulbul gazes fondly 
And has his thrill of joy. 

Virkim^ and tekabatane^ 

Have early come to bloom, 

And buds are bursting everywhere. 

The hyacinth says to the violet : 

“Why dost thou hide thyself ? 

Leave the wooded highlands, 

Come down to the fields below.” 

The spring has filled with symphony 
Fountains and brooks and hill-streams, 

Rills and waterfalls. 

To fields, hills and open wolds, 

To hollows, glens and meads — 

What glow imparts the bloom ! 

On all sides pinnacles of snow 
Like marble ramparts stand 
Around a green emerald. 

1. A sweet'smeiiing yellow flower which appears in early spring and is 
found on the high plateau of the valley— colchicum. 

2. a kind of marcissus* 



124 


bulbul karSn gulan gath 
b6inbur yemb^rzalan path 
kSshirl chi mast mascath.... 

MahjUra des sonuy 
bagSh chu nuhd^ibonuy 
ath lol ga?hi baronuy 

— Ghulam Ahmad Mahjilr 

122 * 

poshivana bSgac poshagShd^irl-ye 
grasl-knrl nSznin sondirl-ye 
sdrgac Himal Kafac parl-ye.... 

azSd vanaci posheth^irl-ye 
mashka-s^tl tOrl k^ml barl-ye 
sathraAg bakshi kiml raAgarl-ye.... 

syddsSda jima chuy shamasdi!id^rl>ye 
na zi chuy gota nay zarl*ye 
ka^a'ZlIni zan chiy k3la*6brakl tharl«ye.... 

vanavani drSyakh p6th thaz3rl-ye 

viginSv sh3b3sh kirl-ye 

caAgasaz vSyan chakhay didarl*ye.... 

ta khdji-bSyan cha bar5b&rl-ye 
gulan satl dilb3rl-ye 
khSji-bSyi trdparith d3rgtab3rl>ye... 

*Th« .po«m hat baan piiblithad in tha original undar tha title, 

A Country lassi 
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The Bulhul dotes on roses. 

On narcissus the bee, 

Drunk with the joy of his nativeland 
Is the Kashmiri. 

Our nativeland, O Mahjnr, 

Is verily a lovely garden. 

We must love it dearly, 

We all must love it dearly. 
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Thou Bouquet of meadow flowers, 

O country lass, O sweet, O dear! 

Thou HimSP of Heaven, thou fairy from KSf “! 

Thou flowering creeper of the open wolds 
Who has filled thy buds with fragrance keen ? 
Who has given thee thy colours divine? 

Thy clothes are plain, O lovely loss, 

They have no lace nor frill of gold. 

Thy wayward locks of hair are like 
Black clouds that veil the Katik^ moon. 

Singing thou roamest the uplands above, 
And fairies thee applaud ; 

Like the didar lark thou singest. 

Can Khoja* women match thee? 

Thou roamest free among flowers : 

Khoja women lie confined indoors. 

I, Famous for hot beauty in Kashmiri legend. 2. Cacausus. 

3. October*November. 4. Muslim ladies of the upper classes* 
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hayih^ki Sb^ chay cashma barl-barl-ye 

gart^c chay dilavirl-ye 

sharmi cani hUrav tariph karl-ye .. 

daji pSth vudhmakh th6d l^idith narl-ve 

lo lo karan lo-liirl-ye 

nari ma losay cllr k4rl-k4rl-yc ... 

gum^-ha?^ shnban bum$-vartj^irl-ye 
ch6 karan garath ggirl-ye 
h&si ma ravay mas-mal^rl-ye .. 

bulhavas may lag gul-pakSrl-ye 
alugh yuth nay avarl-ye 
cik^cav panunuy yin? rav?rl-ye 

— Ghulam Ahmad MahjOr 

*123 

kar c? ph6l?ham t? lo gulabo lo 
shar m6 calihem t? lo gulabo lo 
vari husn?ci nav bahSras maftz 
kar c? phdlaham t? lo gulabo lo 
thari bagas lol?kgn cam?nan 
m?shk mal?ham t? lo gulabo lo 
guli lalas naz?ki saza 
dSg <;alih6m t? lo gulabo lo 


Chronofogtcalfy it belongs to an earlier t/me» 
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Thy looks bespeak modesty; 

Thy honour gives thee unfailing strength ; 
Thy bashfulness wins thee fairies’ applause. 

I see thee, thy sleeves rolled up, 
weeding the cornfield’, and 
singing amorously. 

Thy brows bejewelled with beads of sweat. 
Bewitch our hearts; 

Thou Pitcher of Wine, I fear me. 

Thou scatterest my wits away. 

Be fast in faith, O lovely Rose, 

Let not langour or pride of charms 
Come in thy way of enjoying youth. 
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When wilt thou bloom, O Rose ? 

W hen wilt thou fulfil my heart’s desire ? 
When wilt thou bloom, O Rose, 

In the garden of my beauty 
at the flowering time of youth ? 

When wilt thou waft thy fragrant breath 
over the flower-beds of my desire ? 

In the red poppy of my heart, 
there is a dark stain of despair: 

When wilt thou wipe the stain 
from the red poppy of my heart? 


I. IH* Art thou not tired with weeding the fields? 



dishk^pecin nSz^niA sarvas 
p3b Val^^ham lo guiSbo lo 
yttth jismas t? ruhas^y ygkhsan 
tith^ raUham lo gulabo lo 

— Asad Ullah Mir 
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eft began^ loguth bo devan^ conuy 
eft parva na myonuy bo parvana conuy 
ea phdrman kartam bo phdrman conuy 
phirayna bo zah-ti janana conuy 
k^ram itshkanis maikadas maigus^i 
ba>gardish vuchum cashmi-paimana conuy 
muear kuAz kulfan e^ karu vasha zulfan 
yih sad-cSk dil myon chiyo shana conuy 
ea chukh pakh b§tin Rasa-javidani 
chalan ahl-i zahir chi damana conuy 


—Abdul Qudus Rasa-javidSni. 
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I am a cypress, tall and lean ; 

0 Rose, when wilt thou twine round me 
thine ivy bonds of love? 

My body craves for thee and 
so doth my soul: 

1 would, O Rose, thou didst make 
thy body and soul one with mine! 
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I love thee dearly: thou disregardest me. 

I flee' to thee: thou flee’st from me. 

What wouldst thou ? Command, I will obey; 
Thy bidding I will do. 

I drank my fill at the tavern of love: 

I found thy wanton eyes bedew the cups 
of wine. 

Unplait thy tresses lovely ; 

Rent into a hundred toothed rents 
(by the keen darts of love). 

My heart will serve thee for a comb. 

Thy heart is pure, O poet. 

What carest thou if they speak ill of thee ? 


1 . Lit. as a moth doth to the candle-flame. 
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ball ca vant? dilbaras 
vadgi panun v6fa kare 
travi malala havi r6y 
thavi kadam katha kare 

vasma karith khaAjar bumban 
cav ba-naz dar caman 
yamb^trzalan ta badaman 
phaz?l panun Kh6da kare 

raham ta ar cha yiman 
saAgdilan ta zaliman 
zani Kh5da kaman kaman 
mMzi naman phida kare 

ami aAdaz? iy sanam 
tul ma nikab ck dam-badam 
baAda paran sanam sanam 
kabila t? K’ab? kyah kare 

Azadas chu lol^zar 
tashna cS thov^than agar 
vucht? su alamas aAdar 
taz? kayamathah kare 


*A gazal 


—Abdul Ahad Azad 
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Friend, plead with my Love : 

“May he keep his word, 
forgive my offence, 
come to me, 
stay awhile and 
talk to me !” 

See how airily he comes into the garden, 
his arched eyebrows dyed! 

God help the poor narcissi — 
fair damsels almond eyed ! 

Mercy and pity they have none — 
these cruel and pitiless ones. 

God knows how many hearts he sets on fire 
with the henna flame of his finger-tips. 

Lift not thy veil so wantonly 
(let not thy glory be seen) ; 

Lovers will cry, “O Love! O Love!” 
forgetting both God and world. 

The fever of love consumes Azad ; 

And if thou dost not fulfil his desire, 

He will raise a hell, 
regardless of all restraint. 
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belli su hay chu be-v6f5 
myon amar kyah kare 
soravanis mohabatas 
zor tg zar kyah kare 

nar yemis hstun manas 
var ti chus na vananas 
nal? dinas ta veh khSnas 
vanta su ar kyah kare 

naz chi vari manz calan 
taza gulan ta sombulan 
yari vanan ta rayilan 
poh ta har kyah kare 

nera bo sina darl darl 
zindapan marl marl 
tir-kaman carl carl 
mir shikar kyah kare 

poshi caman chi dar khumar 
badi saba chu be-karar 
nSndrihatSn ahdar bSdar 
akharkar kyah kare 

AzSdas chu lolatab 
bill huran chu roz-u-shab 
zani Kh6da su tashnalab 
lolabgmar kyah kare 

— Abdul Ahad Azad 


A gazal. 
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All vain is my love : 

He is faithless, 

His ardour is abating; 

All vain is my lamentation. 

My heart is on fire ; 

Can love be told ? 

But shall 1 not cry, 

Shall I not slay myself ? 

The new-blown rose and the hyacinth 
need tending in the garden : 

Be it the heat of Har or the frost of Poh, 
what cares the Himalayan spruce ? 

I’ll go forth, my bosom bared, 
prepared to die; 

What care I how tensely-drawn 
is the bow of the archer of love ? 

The morning breeze is restless, but 
the flowers are dozing in the garden: 

All vain is love’s restlessness 
where there is no response. 

The fire of love burns Azad 
all day and night; 

God knows what he, athirst for love, 
may do, out of despair! 
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yaradade y4? d6vum 

tapay dddum talyun vgsi 
haramasay Lar? aygs’ 
k6t lajis Shalyun vgsl 

suli vile gari draygs 
Tulamulice malaye* 
Lasajanay d6h mg lOsum 
buthi pyom Shalyun vgsi 

sha ta d^h samSna parith 
ghgta kirnas vgta bal 
nahakay viriv bo aygs 
gom kdt malyun vgsi 

pdn asith ygkh baneygs 
zambavaraki chamba bo 
ygkhakhanas kar pgyam v6h 
taph rgtakalyun vgsi 

yi v6vum tay ti bdvum 

nShakay d6vum dorgn dajgn 
piftga VcivI VcivI softta 

hardas shol cha lonan vgsi 


Chronologically it belongs to an earlier tiine. 

1. Var* harl-masay Larl-pasaye 2. Var, Tulamufe suli drayas 
Kakaporaca mafaya 
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Far and wide I roamed for Love: 

In the blazing July sun 
I left the cool comfort of Lar‘, 

I strayed into the Shalyun^ waste. 

At early dawn I left my home 
drawn out by love of God.* 

Not far from home^ my path grew dark, 
Desolation* stared me in the face. 

Rich in youth and charms and gifts® 

I came to my husband’s home; 

My ardour cooled at his neglect — 

0 where is gone my father’s home ? 

1 was a merry brook, 
flowing frolicsome and free ; 

But I froze at the glacier steep — 

O when will the bright sunshine 
thaw my icy captivity ? 

Whatever I sowed, I reaped : 

All fruitless was my fret and fume. 
Whoever sowes tares in the spring, 

How can he in autumn reap the wheat? 


1. A village, 16 miles to the north of Srinagar. 2. Till recently a 
waste tract to the south of Srinagar. 3. Lit. Tulamula, a sacred 
Hindu shrine. 4. Lit. at Lasajan, about five miles south of Srinagar* 
5. Lit. Shalyun waste. 6. Lit. the usual sixteen ornaments. 
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aftdi kar d6kh kaiidi hunduy 
zarakotah zar ta josh 
addre maAdori lodmut 
dar arkhalyun vgsi 

dor ador bozun vgdor 

rozun chu pazikini pazanas 
nar prath daras chu 

kayur asl-tan ya lyun vSsi 

bavasarakis rnSvazaras 

bulbulan zah ruh na phal 
lolacav tas alicav rot 
rang gbrdalyun vgsi 

— Lachman Bhat Nagam 

128 

maramati tarum kathinfen taran 

praran chasayo bal 

yita dita darshun 6sh chas haran . . 

vupa chum andari reh kava choran 

zalith cani karitham 

kala pSth? ?hat kad lolgkl naran 

?hgn 9 ygna goham tana chas gajmag 

zun zan data l&jma? 

ani sandl-pathi chas vatap^idl saran.... 

hradayiki WblarAkI pamposh phdllmatl 

bhmbarav vdlmut nal 

cani pnzi kiti posh chas gharan... 
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When will the miseries of the body 'end, 
and the fever and fret of life ? 

This unsound mansion of the body 
is built of arkhur’ wood. 

Soft or hard — would it matter 
when the deeper truth be known ? 

Fire burns all woods, 

Lyun^ and kayur and all other kinds. 

Of this world’s orchard 
Bulbul tasted not the fruit: 

Disappointment turned his red cherry 
into the pale-yellow wild plum. 

, 128 

Lead me across the shoals of life, O Lord, 

I await Thy lead. 

O come ! 1 cry, I weep. 

The fire of Thy Love is burning me, 

Its fury has lapped me in flames. 

How can it now abate ? 

Away from Thee I wait and wane 
like the westering moon ; 

Away from Thee I stumble and grope 
in the dark like the blind. 

In the lake ' of my heart, lotus has blossomed 
and bees are swarming ; 

T am gathering the flowers of love 
to lay at Thy feet. 

A soft, thorny tree; fig. cactus* 8. ‘lyun’ is hard to burn while 
kayur*, blue pine, is easy to burn. 

9. Lit. In the Wular of my heart. Wular is the biggest lake of Kashmir. 
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araval hish chas bara zan gamac 

garakun draraac kal 

yavun c6l ch6ph die lokacaran... 

vanl-vani vana-vana kunizani drayas 

cay pata sahasaftdi-pathi 

yandrayi hnnl heth pata-pata laran ... 

raadano az nata ada kar lalavath 
hradayuk vuphavun praiig 
SSndabathi vatharay kull-shghjaran.... 

— Dayaram Goiiju 
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suli pholakha gul-i aphtabo 
saganavath dodake abo lo 
con rang kami gatnanay kormut zard 
tami gamakuy chuy tabatabo lo 
chuy sinas kami kina gomut dag 
kava zardi chay harda bronth pcmac 
bara gach^nas chuy iztirabo lo 
aphtab votuy bar sar-i koh 
data doh log kari kya Wahabo lo 


— Abdul \\ ahab Hajiu 
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I have turned pale as the arni-vose. 

My youth and charms are fled — 

I long to come home to Thee. 

In the bewildering jungle of world’s allure- 
ments, 

I hunt Thee alone as a lion doth his prey 
with the hounds of my senses in hot pursuit. 

When, O when, shall I rock Thee 
in the winged cradle of my heart ? 

When, O when shall I receive Thee 
face to face, at the cool tryst of love' ? 
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Thou hast blossomed early. 

0 Sunflower. 

1 will water thee with milk ; 

I will tend thee lovingly. 

What sorrow has turned thee pale ? 

Dost thou too bear an anguished heart ? 
Dost thou too bear envy's dark stain ? 

Why hast thou turned pale 

before autumn’s inevitable decay ? 

Why dost thou “haste away so soon” ? 

The sun is about to set 

behind the mountains of the west, and 
The poet is growing anxious 

for his journey on the morrow- 


1, Lit. At a cool shady spot in the Sind Vafiey. 
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bazi kartham bazigaro 

lokacaro lo lo 

be-vasa be-yetibaro... 

thovtham na yfekhtiyaro 

havltham sonakoh 

vuchl mfe tim az sartgakharo... 

navi vuchmakh nav baharo 

hyac mS poshan bo 

gul chi vunl-ken kandl ta kharo... 

adl osukh Rambl-aro 

yiravalan koh 

chiy vothan vunl-kgn gubaro.... 
ay Wahab be-yetibaro 
chuk ca maran choh 
kharci rah kar kefth tayaro... 

— Abdul Wahab Hiijin 
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vonum aran ba chus laran 
yi yavun chum dohan taran 
diluk taskiii chus charan... 
mg agur trov chus doran 
mg soz-o saz cha moran 
chu saz-e zindagi aran ... 


* Chronoloqically, it belongs to an earlier tinRe. 
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O youth, thou hast deceived me : 

Thou art a deceiver, and 
‘'in faith never fast.” 

When I was younjjj, thou didst make 
mountains glitter like gold : 

Now I am old. and 

they are just rock and stone. 

When I was young, thou didst make 
flowers bloom in the springtime : 
Now I am old, and 
they are just thorn and weed. 

Only the other day, 
it was a mighty hill-torrent, 
driving along boulders in its fury : 
Soon the flood is past, and 
its dry bed raises a cloud of dust. 

0 poet, thy life won’t last. 

Thy pleasures won’t endure, 

Think of thy long journey ahead. 
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The hill-stream goes a singing: 

“ I come dashing along 
To find my haven of peace, 

(While I am young and strong,) 

For youth will not endure. 

“ I gush forth from my source. 

My flow doth not abate, 

1 feel a zest for life, 

Life ever doth urge me on. 
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mS cha prarun mg chum- gharun 
kangn pgth khun-i dil harun 
suknil nayab hushyaran ... 

mg khami cham javani cham 
karan ham ham ba chus bam bam 
guhar paida chu damdaran.... 

meihitas satl ga?h vasil 
diluk taskih bani hasil 
dil-e arif guhar haran.... 

— Ghulam Hasan Beg 
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thari posh 6n kati, kandl asl ma vati 
yor^ v6nmas ora asan chum 

tul khama hardakizora poshan, 
khgyi dilan tas gray 
v6d alaman ati... 

khot pan poshan, byol phalis cav, 
hgcan vath 
zulmat mahz vati.... 

lab zindagi poshan, 

mashith gav byol dar zulmat 
shah athachani ati.... 
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“I splash along my way, 

I strike the rocks, I bleed, 

I do not rest, I strive ; 

Vigilance knows no rest. 

“ 1 am yet young and wild, 

I fret and fume and roar; 

It is, the silent deep 

That bears the priceless pearl. 

" In the ocean vast. 

One finds one’s haven of peace.” 

This is what Arif* says. 

These are his precious gems. 
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I said to the flower: 

“Where dost thou come from ? 

How dost thou crown the spray ? 

And what thorns come in thy way ?” 

The flower smiled and said nothing. 

I said : * In autumn cold cruel winds blow 
and scatter thy leaf ; 

Thou dost strike the tent on thy unknown 
march with pangs of separation in thy heart ; 
The whole world shares thy grief 

“ Then thou dost hide thyself 

in a grain of seed, lying underground. 

Soon the sprout shoots forth. 

While the seed lies in the dark beneath, 
lying where kings are soon forgot. 

1. The Poet *f pen-name 
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hamsayi poshas chay tay kandl, 
zar ta jigaruk dag 
basiti yihay ati-.. 

os gSlici, sapun posh, 

banyov m&va, karin vih, 
prath ranga cay ati, 

yora v6nmas ora asan chum 

— Ghulam Hasan Beg 
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neri vfisiye lala mS dure 
tambalovnam htire pan 

maji zayas khahda kdstOri 
ami ddday dyutnam sag 
yihdy pan goih rah musafirc ... 

masvali bagas doth pyom phul?ye 

cenu pano bram samsar 

lahji hdchi tay mSva kyuth nere... 

drayi kukila hali madSnas 
s6 chS karan Gu-y&iida Gu', 
s6 ti lajma? val^vashi hure... 


1. Vafi Ku /Cu Ku 
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‘‘But thou dost bloom and bringcst light and joy 
among Shade and Thorn and Heartache — 

It’s among them that thou must live. 

“Thou wert a bud a moment ago, 

Thou art a flower now, 

And, a moment hence, thou wilt blossom 
out into fruit — 

How many forms thou dost change, 

And yet behind all forms thou art the same !’’ 
The flower smiled and said nothing. 
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He has enticed a houri's heart — 

Come friend, let us run after him 
Lest he should fly away. 

A mother’s darling I was born, 
fed on milk and sweats : 

Now I am plodding on my dreary way, 
unfriended and alone, 

A hailstorm blighted my garden bloom, 

It withered .the blossom and fruit-tree 
boughs — 

Illusive have been my hopes and joys — 

Can my withered boughs yield any fruit ? 

(I was) a kukil (who) flew forth in the fields, 
free and sweetly cooing, 

And lo ! was entangled in a snare. 
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ySrl loynam zaviji mOre 

pQci 0tnam patl aAzul 

gacha malyun su ti chum dare-. 

yani kh^gas yavanani gure 
tani zazariy v6lnam nal 
bally zazaris ta zazarini tare... 
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yim zar vanahas bardSr 
karsana su yar boze 
ya tuli khanjar ta mare 
na ta sani shaba roze 

mas dyutnam kalavalan 
chivaravnas akiy pyalan 
chum duri ruzith zalan 
karsana dava soze 

kya mati g6y myon kinay 
atashi bortham sinay 
ashakh kamisana dinay 
marun rava roze 
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I am (helpless and disgraced like) a woman 
Who is whipped with a stinging switch. 
Whose headgear' is torn by her lord and love, 
And who would in her parents’ home 
protection seek, 

But it is far away and she can’t go, 

I was in the flower of my age 
When decay entwined me with its withered 
stem — 

A curse upon premature decay and the cold 
shivers it gives ! 

134 * 

At his threshold my wailings I would utter, 

0 when will my Love listen to me? — 

1 would that he did slay me, 

Or else requite my love. 

The Brewer of love gave me a cup of wine, 
A single cup made me delirious and drunken, 

I could not contain myself for joy ; 

But now he keeps off and causes me pain — 
O when will he give me another draught 
of the wine of love ? 

Love, why art thou angry with me ? 

Thou hast filled my breast with the smart 
of love. 

Is it fair to let me suffer and die- ? 


1. tit. Silk fringe of a part of headgear. 

2. Lit. What religion allows the slaying of the lover ? 
5k Chronologically it belongs to an earlier time. 
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bihith khalvath khanas 
mushtakh panay panas 
ashakh maAz varanas 
mashokh tanha roze 

bulbul bihith ba gul 
mushtakh az gul bilkul 
nay rozi bulbul ta nay gul 
akh lola kathah roze 

kya mati karltham sitam 
Nazim chu praran yitam 
chus tashna darshun ditam 
yift dam na pagah roze 

— Abdul Ahad Narim 


135 

masvalan kic dnr hgth 

dramut ba chus bazariye 
kenh vozall l<eAh nill 

keAh gblabl keAh anariye 
shubaraviv durakan 

husnas ta lolas ?hoh diyiv 
jal yiyiv keAghah niyiv 

keAchah diyiv sodah hgyiv 
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Alone, in a lonely tower, 

The beloved sits, unconcerned for love ; 
While the lover roams desolate plains. 
Will the beloved keep aloof from him ? 

The bulbul nestles close to the rose. 
Doting on it and deep in love ; 

Soon the bulbul and the roses die, 

Only a memory of love remains. 

How cruel thou hast been to me ! 
Athirst for love, I am waiting for thee, 
O come and show thyself — 

This hour won’t last, 

Tomorrow brings another day. 


135 " 


I have ear-rings to sell. 

Some red, some blue, some pink ; 
Let Love and Beauty meet 
To make the most of life. 

Come buy, come buy. come buy- 


* Love's Pedlar. 
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shnb^v^nl zavill avill 
masta ^Adarl zotavani 
t^handi lolay ^imatl chim 
asnak&n dyaran kanani 
jal yiyiv zan baga-babar6n 
naga-didaray hish peyiv 
jal yiyiv keAchah niyiv 

keA^hah diyiv sodah hSyiv 

lolake dnkana anim 
husna-bazaras kanakh 
shokh yas yas asi hSn 

jal jal mdkalavith (phanakh 
balapanas lolaki sogath 
shaban chiv niyiv 
jal yiyiv keA^hah niyiv 

keA^hah diyiv sodah hgyiv 

kyah vanav tasir kyuth 

dyutmut chu dtiran kodratan 
d6n bSzangn dil nivan 

aki grayi tambalavan chu man 
dOr hey-ve raAga raAgay 
dQr hay chiv dur chiv 
jal yiyiv keA?hah niyiv 

keAchah diyiv sodah hgyiv 
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I have ear-rings to sell, 

Precious and pretty and fine ; 
Beneath the flowing hair 
They shine as jewels do shine; 
They cost a winsome smile. 
Come huy, come buy, come buy. 


When amorous springtime comes 
Round basil didar larks flock : 

In their prime of youth 
Let maidens flock to buy 
These lovely ear-rings. 

Come buy, come buy, come buy. 


They are Love’s offerings, 

They are for lovely maids, 
They have a mighty charm. 
They lure the lovers’ hearts. 
Ear-rings, my ear-rings ! 

Come buy, come buy, come buy 
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mpk? chu azkal zara nazl-dikh 
yithi dnray hSnuk 
harud vatith shokh rozya 
bulbulan rhoh maranuk 
lol zaliv roshi roshe 

kath kariv nabad khgyiv 
jal yiyiv keftchah niyiv 

kefichah diyiv sodah hSyiv 

— Nand Lai Ambardar 
136 

sumran panani dicanam 
premuk nishana vgsiye 
raphrun t6gum na rovum 
osum na bana vgsiye 
valiftji maiilz thavun gpch 
havun thbvum athas p6th 
rah kas chu, kor mg panas 
nfikhsan pana vgisye 
havun chu ravaravun 
cavuk samar chg khami 
thavan zi chava bapath 
banan chi thana vgsiye 
yana suy nishan^ rovum 
tana mac gam^c ta phalva 
nyun hy6n na kefih ti, pheran 
chas vana vana vgsiye 
vgsrun panun vanas kya 
buth ma samgm ddhas thi 
kuni zani timan vatan mafiz 
gacha k6t shabana vgsiye 
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Make haste to buy ear-rings, 

This is the time to buy: 

This is the time to love ; 

Soon autumn will set in 
When flowers fade away 
And love is soon forgot. 

Come buy, come buy, come buy. 

136 

Friend, He gave me a love-token 
in memory of our plighted troth. 

I did not keep it safe, 

I did not prove worthy of it. 

I should have lodged it in my heart, 

But I kept it open to vulgar gaze. 

And brought about the loss myself — 
who is to blame for my loss? 

Showing is losing, friend, 

Impatience leads to imperfection : 

The kettle must be lidded tight 
to cook the rice on the boil. 

Ever since I lost the love-token 
I’ve been distraught and wild ; 

I cannot find the like of it 

though I go about from shop to shop. 
How can I explain my remissness, 

My slips and falls and going astray ? 

How can I face Him in the day? 

And yet I cannot go to Him, alone, 
in the dark danger-infested night. 
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yach pagh ma har byakha 
h6th ynri vati kaftcha 
tas cha kami nishanan 
barl barl khazana vSSiye 
dolan kohan vanan maftz 
sholan chi gulshanan mahz 
zotan chi tarakan mahz 
katyah nishana vgsiye 
vesrith dalith pathar pSth 
buth kya dimav tamis nish 
pot pheranaki pakan cha 
yithi hi bahan^ vSsiye 
manav zi asl h&mav p6t 
chorya tasuhd muhabath 
paivafid yi ad^nuk cha 
shurl dosatana vSsiye 
dil phutl-matSn chu toshan 
yac garl-matfen chu roshan 
gach varl-matsn Sodaman 
prach gayibana vSsiye 
andl-pakhi tati chu asan 
bodabror SQradasan 
bozan chu may lagith 
lolaki taran? vgsiye 

— Zinda Kaul 

137 * 

yargisghde dadi dbdmut dil 
baharas kya kare 


#A Gazai. 
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Friend, do not lose faith, 

He will send thee another token ; 

His treasuries are full. 

Has He any dearth of love-tokens ? 

In the forests thick, on mountains high, 

In the flush and bloom of gardens gay. 

In the scintillation of the stars — 

Thou canst find thy love-tokens. 

Thou sayest : “ How can I face Him 
after many slips and falls?” 

But these pretexts will not avail 
to turn away from Him ; 

For we may turn away fom Him, 
but will He let us go ? 

And is our eternal troth a child’s friendship, 
soon made and soon forgot? 

Never fear. He is kind to the meek in spirit, 
He does not favour the proud of heart’ ! 

Thus hath it been with Sudama of old. 
Who, meek in spirit, won His love ; 

Thus is it with him who, like Surdasa, 

Mid world’s dark distractions turns to Him, 
And sings His songs of love ; 

Whilst He, unknown and unseen. 

Quietly listens, sitting by. 

137 

The flowering spring comes mockingly to her 
Whose heart is dead for want of Love’s caress. 

1. Lit. The sophisticated. 
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vav yodvay soAt-kaluk asi 
naras kya kare 
kiiAsi praran dari pSth yus 
vansi trave dari 6sh 
abasharuk tas havas kya 
Shalamaras kya kare 
kansi palazun kaAsi huftd zevar banun 
yas y6ch na Ian I 
son banavan saAgiparas 
tas bicaras kya kare 
hoshi dajmac joshi vachmac 
poshi gahnan toshi kya 
roshi yas c6l osh travith 
goshivaras kya kare 
Kalidasas talikanl path kali 
vonmut gatalSv 
tali'an yus log zalas 
gatajaras kya kare 
lolamas zSlfim ta galfem 
yas budith malum gav 
bima nashike trSvihe mas 
con, khumaras kya kare 
rang havith bram divan os 
kahvacan khot my on s6n 
ami kodus aftdryum khScar non 
lola naras kya kare 
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The spring breeze blows soft and cool, 

But it fans the flame of a heart that is on fire. 
She who waits in vain for her Love’s return 
And, pining, drowns her eyes in tears, 

What desire hath she to see the garden bloom*. 
What desire to watch the fountains play ? 
Philosophers’ stone turns all metals into gold ; 
But what availeth it to her 
Whom Fate has not destined to be her lord’s 
ornament, 

Whom Fate has destined to pass lonely days and 
nights ? 

What need hath she of ornament^ 

Whom Death has parted from her lord and love, 
Whose ardour is cooled and youth faded away? 
We have heard it said of old : 

Kalidasa had to suffer ignominy untold — 

All vain is genius to him 

Whom fate and misery hold in thrall. 

Now that I am old, I realize love’s wine lights 
up a flame of all-consuming fire ; 

Fain would I give it up, 

But can I suppress the craving for it ? 

In the crucible of love dross melted away from 
gold, and I was exposed ; 

The artificial gilt of my base metal can no 
longer deceive the touchstone. 


1» lit. Shalimar garden, 2, Lit. Diiiharoo, worn by all Kashmiri 
Panditanis in token of nuptial bond. 
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dali nim^has bal^yaras 

6r sh6d pathfem na dil 
ch6nl-m?tis yath dagdaras 
nabakaras kya kare 
brontha chuy yac kruth m^Azil 
gaphilo bas kar ma zeth 
yas matis magas jigar shahlfev na 
haras kya kare — 

— Zinda Kaul 


138 

kdrum yi tathi, kya vanas 
th6vun na baki mSranas 
s6 rum chS mana-ayinas 
yi k6r n? kansi dushmanas 

sdrum su lalar6kh manas 
jalav l6^ kazal vanas 
ph6rum su nar kharmanas 
l6gus na keAh ti zethanas 
dilas hy6tun, jigar tatSv, 
shor v6th zi nar ha 


— Zinda Kaul 
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I would offer my heart to Love, 

But it is not pure nor whole ; 

With its rents and stains of shame 
What use can it be to him ? 

O Heedless One, stay. 

Thy journey is arduous and long ; 

The fire of thy heart was not quenched by the 
frosty winds of Magh, 

How canst thou bear the blazing heat of Har ? 

138 

Words fail me: how can I tell 
What my Love has done to me ? 

’It’s he has brought me down. 

It’s he has slain my heart 
And caused me the agony of death, 

It’s he has broken the mirror of my heart — 
Could any foe do me worse? 

When the flaming image of my Love* 
filled my heart. 

It lighted up a big blazing fire in the dark 
forest of my breast ; 

The fire spread far and wide within, fanned 
vigorously and quick. 

And burnt all that was there, fondly 
treasured by me. 

The heart took fire, 

Its fiery tongues caught up the liver ! 

And all who saw did cry : 

“Fire, ho! fire!” 

1. Lit. Flame^Face* 
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139 

vadihc manush, cayihe 6sh, 

vad^nas vuchun tasir kya ? 
harith ^chivkinl khun kya? 
chavith palan sgtl hir kya ? 
bazith zi bozan chum kaiih 

ph^irl-yad karn^c zir kya ? 
layith nabas yim tir kya ? 
majbnriya I lacariya ! 

m6r ana anay chus maran 

b6chi tari treshe povmut 

dadgy khurgv bagav shurgv 

phikirav gamav h6brovmut 

yim gam galith hatl hav^san 

ma^rovmut vSsarovmut 

kunipgth khgvan thak chus na man 

kath-tanl-kun chus hovmut 

rut dcshanay rut zan^nay 

gharan ?hu kya-tSm rovmut 

mas naAdri mafiz chukh covmut 

naphsani t? shokac — khariya ! 
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139 


Man would weep, 

He would not gulp down his tears; 

But what availed it him to shed his tears ? 

What availed it him to drop blood from his 
eyes ? 

What availed it him to beat his head against 
a rock ? 

Knowing that none heeds him, 

What drives him on still to sue for help? 

What drives him on to shoot his darts at the 
void ? 

What compulsion \ what helplessness ! 

Man — momently dying : 

By hunger, cold and thirst oppressed, 

By disease distressed, by worry harrassed, 

By fear and want and woe subdued. 

These sorrows o’er, by a hundred desires 
beguiled, 

His unsteady mind, not finding rest in anything 
here, 

Still craves for a Something, though unknown. 

The Good not seen by him, nor known by him. 

He yet would find as something lost, which he 
possessed before — 

Like one who wakes with a memory dim 

Of the taste of wine he had in a dream. 

What misery —between want and desire ! 
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kartam kamT-tamat bona 
potchayi dure dyuthmut 
sanSv kanav suy buzmut 
sanis dilas suy byllthmut 
taml-suiid chu voni durgr Zcirith 
suy zonmut chus ruthmut 
goshan gupith zan byUthmut 
lolas chS ball bemariya! 

yami duri rlizith curi zan 
phambah ladith thovmut kanan 
zanh cha prachan ahval son 
zaiih cha soran, zanh cha vanan, 
“ yim kalagati mS travmatl 
lagith chamban charan vanan 
amma timan gayi kya vanan ?” 
husnas na keiih gamkhariya! 

dapahSv manas, “ygs ra? na sreh 
tami-saiiz diyi phal vir kya ? 
vyod ma ti chuy ma pay-pata 
labanuk karakh tadbir kya ?” 
man chus na manan pot acun 
(vavas karav zafijir-kya ? 
tas te vuchav takhsir kya ? 
cha lol yaraphtariya ? 
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Someone (they say) descried from afar 
The sheen of His halo, in another time. 
This our ears, have heard, 

This our hearts have believed; 

And we pine for Him 
As for our Love offended and displeased, 
Who has fled and hid himself in solitude. 
Lovesickness for no reason^ 

Lovesickness nought availeth. 

Keeping aloof, in concealment far away, 

To all entreaties deaf, 

His ears (as if) stuffed up with cotton wool 
Does He ever enquire for us? 

Does He ever think of us, ever ask : • 

“Whom I have cast, mid darkness black, 

On precipices steep, in forests thick — 

What has befallen them ?” 

Beauty’s wanton indifference. 

Mart pleaded with his heart : 

“He has no love, 

Why sue to Him ? 

Will a willow tree yield thee a pear ? 
Knowest thou the path that leads to Him? 
What means of approach canst thou find ?’’ 
But his mind —would it listen? 

Would it turn back ? 

(And who can chain the wind ?) 

And how is mind to blame ? 

Is love an idle fancy? 
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pananuy kanan manz chusa sada ? 
chus napha panas nish khatith 
laran chfe amma rusl-kat 
parbat ta van travith catith 
laran tithay-pathin chu dil 
ath^khor travith ^ichl vatith 
mushkha yivan chas yarasanz 
lami laml kadan chas soy ratith , 
snrith Mvis vastas aftdar 
bSyi manza chas neran phatith 
shamahan ytimis hov duri pan 
pampur biha daman vatith ? 
tas pata yi matl matl neri na 
sath akalih^ndl jamah catith ? 
(y6dvay achiv nish chus khatith) 
cha husn jodugariya? 

haraniya! lacariya! 
naphsani ta shokac khariya! 
lolas ch6 ball bemariya! 
husnas na kefih gamkhariya! 
cha lol yaraphtariya ? 
cha husn jodugariya? 


— Zinda Kaul 
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Is the sound in his ears the echo of his Self ? 
The musk-deer chases the musk. 

Within him lodged but hidden from his sight, 
Running as only a deer can run 
Across the hills and wilds. 

So recklessly and fast 
Runs the heart of man, 

Which scents out his Love. 

It will not let him rest. 

It still must lead him on 
To see Beauty blooming here. 

And Beauty blooming everywhere, 
Inexhaustible and rare! 

"When the candle shows its flame. 

Can a moth lie still, unconcerned ? 

Rending Reason’s garments seven’ 

Will man not follow up the scent? 

(What matters if the Musk be hidden from his 
sight?) 

Is Beauty a ''vain illusive shew' ? 

What bewildermentl 
What resistless urge! 

What misery — between want and desire! 
Lovesickness for no reason ; 

Lovesickness nought availeth\ 

Beauty's wanton indifference. 

Is love an idle fancy? 

Is beauty a 'vain illusive show?' 

1. Five Inc/riyaj, manas, and buddhi. 
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140 * 

zuv chum braman garhaha bo tor 

yati sarivay day monmut 

kun data malik maj mol 

khokha-batl tarakh vigni yach 

travith, baran tasi ot lol 

bakhti prayam siva daya 

shod dharam manan chot ta mot 

yati dish voth, zal thal v£shal, 

an pan ta phal mad ggv vophur 

dyutmut dayan tim biigran 

kh&th chukh haran, zanan na cHr 

bechun maAgun thaph Inth har 

zanan na, chukh santush sham 

kenh kahsi nishi yacl cor na kam 

bykysund vuchith allphas na bam 

yati kamkot sari karan 

path chakh set ha rozan mokal 

gindan gSvan lekhan paran 

yati kaAh na vaJanavan shurSn 

y&ti diviyay manan trayan 

yati kur gobras khota tath 

yati ndsh na kanh karmas dayan 

ada kyazi travan zahara dah 

ada kyazi p6n asmana bam 

vani vari aAgan jayi saph 

arl pan s6Adar nuAdabanI 

koAh ma kbkarav kin kokor 

soranay na naphsun vor vor 

pashinuk na v6sh, vad^nuk na shor 

Karanavi, tarakh na apor ! — Z inda Kaul 

* A selected fragment. 
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140 

I long to go 

Where all have a living faith in God — 

One, Loving Father, Lord of all — 

Where ghosts, genii and spirits dark 
hold no sway over men’s minds ; 

Where love, service and charity 

is the simple and supreme rule of life ; 
Where lands are vast and all have room to live; 
Where food and fruit and milk abundant 
And all the good things of life, are shared by all ; 
Where all have enough to eat, and none too 
*■* much ; 

Where none covet and steal their neighbouts’ 
goods, 

None beg, none dispute, none envy ; 

Where all have work to do and none are idle. 
And those who work have time 

for play and study, song and fun ; 

Where all are happy, and children do not cry ; 
Where women arc respected as goddesses divine 
Where daughters are loved as dearly as the sons 
Where none is a widow ; 

Where disease and ugliness and evil ways of life; 

do not stunt and warp the growth of men ; 
Where wars are unknown, and the skies serene; 

do not rain down poison gas and savage death; 
Where dwellings are clean and gardens lovely ; 
Where none suffer from want and fear; — 
To that City Beautiful, 

Fejrryman, lead me and my countrymen! 
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Index to the fifst lines of the original 
in the Kashmiri alphabetical order. 

Reference is to the number of pages. 

achl mS losam darSta barl-ye 64 

^iml-day sOramatl sanyasi 20 

arl-ni raAg gom shravanl hiye 106 

ashakh chuy kun gobur maji marun 8 

ashkani madana travyam hay 18 

asimay rosh hariye 66 

asl ay laran lola satiy 70' 

agna gagan^ gayi gagarayi 104 

ada kar yiyamtay 106 

as may v6sl myon hyn kas gav 98 

ami pana s6dras navi chas laman 4 

ay6s bo nirith shoka cane 96 

aras mahz acavay 32 

arg,balan nagarada rov 8 

av bahar bolu bulbulo 40 

av bulbul bynth thari 72 

ashakh suy yus ashkgsgtl daze 8 

ashavaftdanhandi ashove 10 

ashkan ashl-kat?ra dur zan haran 16 

kavini pgrith nimayo gravo 50 

kar phOl^ham lo gulSbo lo 126 

kar rahgim karvatSm 60 

kar lagan cani kadam sani ahgan 58 

kar v6sl madun yiyi mg sal? 54 
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kavaraAg kortham havu didaro 62 

kenh chiy nyandari-hatiy vudiy 2 

k6rum yi tathi, kya vapas 158 

kyah kara pMfan dahan ta kahan 2 

kv5h kar^ rudum vananay pheran 88 

kya vanayo mati kya vangyo 116 

gachta hay vesi lola tahaftde 90 

gah sapadan tram ta gSh sapadan loy 114 
gaA gan mo kar ha yaAdaro 90 

gindani dray&s turl gayas rasith 74 

canani poshi raAga hay dithmas tan 78 
cS begana loguth bo devana conuy 128 
zar vantas ha vSsiy 100 

2UV chum braman ga^hahS bo tor 166 

cam^kan obratala vuzamala zan drav 102 
cani bartal ravgm racay 62 

cham ladan lati aki yiyina 98 

deka pfetha guma chim mokhta zan haran 42 
dyuthum or Utah gomut hire 12 

tas ros madanas mSti kyah provuy 86 

ti buzith yi gachi mashun 12 

fiohi ma dyulhvan su hay 74 

thari posh on kati 142 

dSmana bodum ashi mati 62 

diginibalas vigini vanavano 20 

dil tari kortham dilbaray 82 

dil hay nyUnam dyuthvan na-ye * 110 

dnri rudum aAduri vantay 88 

doh l6g dara ta kas chakh praran 46 


nata k^si nay zaravl ashkani naratatl 80 
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Nandalal av giiidane ras 24 

nabadl-baras ata-gaiid dybl gom 4 

neri v6siye lala ma dure 144 

pahaj-l'Uri ha braga'tiri 44 

padmani ada kar yiyamtay 108 

parda tail jalva dyut mashokantay 68 

pot zuni vothith mot bolanovum 6 

poshinul poshivariy garan 10 

poshivana bagac poshigoAdirl-yc 124 

bati no dur&r con zaray 92 

bizl kartham bazl-garo 140 

ball ca vanta dilbaras 130 

ball sLi hay chu be-v6fa 132 

bani y^s keiih aram na tas 80 

barbuka ay 6s sbrgac hur 18 

bahar av nav bahar av 38 

bahari gul pholl sariy 48 

bahara phulaya laj sabazaran 86 

bulbul phiiakavanl dyu gulan 94 

bulbul vanan chu poshan 122 

bedarda dadi cani sue ho sapadan 96 

mati shin zan galayo 92 

mal vofidi zolum o 

masvalan kic dur heth 148 

maramati tarum kathinSn taran 136 

mS karlmas poshSn dastay 60 

mS karii tas kica poshan malata 54 

mS shoka yarasahdi bSrImas pyalata 52 

m6 hiyi poshan mala kargm 52 

moy con chu sombul 72 
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myani madan hiyo hiyo 58 

yami k6r sara panun pan 14 

yarl dop mashokh pada karantay 22 

yanl huri mg turi candun molumay 104 
yara gachavo divaye 24 

yaradade yac dovum 134 

yarasande dadi dodmut dil 154 

yar day latiye chandon kate 112 

yi chu duniya navikhota novayc lo lo 66 
yita yita yarn yito 58 

yim zar vanahas bardar 146 

ygti pgn varshan tatl phal bavantay 42 

^"gth samsaras vani mg dioamas 16 

yeli chum yavun cgtas pgvan 80 

ygs mg kdrmay dil havalay 78 

rabga ranga sari gul ay 38 

rasa volay v6lay volay s6ndarl-ye 56 

ratas osum lava zan liirith 104 

rasaraandalis cgth premuk mas 34 

ruma ruma lati kava chum marani 110 

roshi vola posh ho bo lagay 84 

laj^ phulay Mdavanan 48 

laj'phulay kohadamanay 86 

laj phulay badaman 84 

lalith lalith vaday bo-day 4 

Lai boh drayas lolare 2 

Lai bo lusas charan ta garan 6 

lajiyo matyo cani thazi kari 16 

lasa kami havasay 76 

loythara ashkun dama 82 
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loli l6li karay l6li maAzali 14 

Vcinl dimay arabalan 48 

vadihe manush cayihe na 6sh 160 

vantay Inci kor gachakh 46 

vanta kavay dnri rildum 88 

vucht? vyasi kahande bo zaygs 114 

vSthavavas tan nani 10 

v6siye gachtay astay astay 76 

v6sl pach nay tahandSn kolan 112 

v6thn ha bagvano 120 

vod ami kukile 100 

v6num aran ba chus laran 140 

v6l^ myani riiido 9(X 

shahnihuftd shikar giiiith kava rani 12 

samiv karav athavas 26 

saml-tave viginSv rov hay karavay 44 

saPzarach mafizvati travnas shaman 114 

sumran panani diranam 152 

suli phdlakha guli aphtabo 138 

s6na cham gelan kuni chum na melan 100 
had lomnam n&ftdari haci mari 112 

ha chala vgsi bo ti nay ralay 408 

ha matay hariye matay ' 90 

ha v6lo mdnl ho vaftdayo padan 50 

hay latiy lolan gayimay mliri tay 102 

ho karayo ho ho karay o 56 






